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'J'KREE near escapes ^rom yieatlt m \ 

.‘Is it accident or design/ 
mysterious incident happens, leaving' hd 
some sinister hand is striking at Miss^Buv 
ch/^rming young owner of the mysiferious Ena ... 
The fourth attempt, unfortunately for the would-t 
murderer, is made in the garden of a Cornisl# Riviei 
h'^^el where Hercule Poirot, the famous little Belgia 
detective, is staying, l^oirot immediately investigati 
the case and relentlessly unravels a mur<^*r mystei 
that must rank as one of the most brilliant thi 
•Agatha Christie yet written. 
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CHAPTER I 


THE MAJESTIC HOTEL 

No seaSide town in the south of England is, I think, 
as attractive at St. Loo. It is well named the Queen 
of Watering Places and reminds one forcibly of the 
Riviera. The Cornish coast is to my mind every bit 
as fascinating as that of the south of France. 

I remarked as much to my friend, Herculc Poirot. 

“So it said on our menu in the restaurcCtit^ car 
yesterday, mon ami. Your remark is not original.*' 

“ But don't you agree ? " 

He was smiling to himself and did not at once 
answer my question. I repeated it. 

“ A thousand pardons, Hastings. My thoughts 
were wanderin^l Wandering indeed to that part of 
the world you inentiontid just now." 

“ The south of France ? " 

* 

“Yes. I wa;? thinking of that last winter that I 
spent there ai^l of the events which occurred." 

I rememb^d. ATmurder had been committed on 
‘ the Blue Tram, and the mystery—a complicated and 
bafflingf one—been solved by Poirot with fiis 
usuak-u^eni»g acumen. 

“ Hovi I wish I had b*|en ^vith you,*" I said with 
.deep regret. 

“ I too," %aid Poirot, Yoqr experience 
have been iijvaluable to m^." 

9 
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I looked at. him sideways. As a asult of long 
habit, I distrust his compliments, but he appeared 
perfectly serious. And after all, why not ? I have a 
very long experience of the methods he employs. 

“ What I particularly missed was your vivid 
jgiagination, Hastings,** he went on dreamily. “ One 
needs a certain amount of light relief. My valcj- 
Georges, an admirable man with whom I sometimes 
permitted myself to discuss a point, has no imagina¬ 
tion whatever." , 

This remark seemed to me quite irrelevant. 

“ Tell me, Poirot,** I ^aid. “ Are you nfever 
tempted to renew your activities ? This passive 

lif c:=:=_ 

' Suits me admirably, my friend. To sit in the 
sun—^what could be more charming ? To step from 
your pedestal at the zenith of your fame—what 
could be a grander gesture ? They say of me: ‘ That 
is Hercule Poirot!—The great—the /—There 

was never any one like him, fnere never will he I * 
Eh bien —I am satisfied. •! ask ilo more. I am 
modest,** 

I should not myself have used tAe word modest. 
It seemed to me that my little frienePs egotism had 
certaTnly not declinfcd with -hfe yeark He leaned 
back in his chair, caressing his moustache and almost 
purring with self-<3atisfaction. • ^ ' 

We were sitting on one of the tesraceS of the 
Majestic Hotel. It is the bi{jgest hotel in St, Loo and 
stands in its own grounds on a headland overlooking 
sea.. The gardens of the ho^el lay below us freely 
interspersed with palm tjeest The sea ^^as of a deep 
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and lovely blue, the sky clear and the sun shining 
with all the;; single-hearted fervour an August sun 
should (but in England so often does not) have. 
There was a vigorous humming of bees, a pleasant 
sound—^and altogether nothing could have been 
more ideal. 

^ We had only arrived last night, and this was the 
first T^oming of what we proposed should be a 
week's stay. If only these weather conditions con¬ 
tinued, w^e should indeed have a perfect holiday. 

I picked up the morning paper which had fallen 
froin my hand and res\jmed my perusal of the morn¬ 
ing's news. The political situation seemed uii- 
satisfactoiy, but uninteresting, there was Uuuble in 
China, there was a long account of a rumoured City* 
swindle, but on the whole there was no news of a 
very thrilling order. 

“ Curious thing this parrot dbease," I remarked, 
as I turned the sheet. 

“ Very curious.'^ 

“ Two more deaths at Leeds, I see.” 

“ Most regrettable.” 

I turned a page. * 

” StiU no lyws of that flying fglV)w, Seton, in his 
round-the-w^ld flight. Prettj^plucky, fhese fellows. 
That .amphibian machine of*his, the Albatross, must 
be a great invention. Too bad* if he'^ gone wbst. 
Notjtii^t they've givfn up hope yet. He may have 
made one of the Pacificjislands.” • 

“ The Solomon islanders are stiU cannibals, are 
they not ? k* inquired Poirot pleasAitly. 

Must be a fine fellgw. *That sort of thing mai-.* 5 
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one feel iPs a good thing to be an Englishman after 
all.” 

, ” It consoles for the defeats at Wimbledon,” said 
Poirot. 

” I—I didn’t mean,” I began. 

My friend waved my attempted apology aside 
gracefully. , 

” Me,” he announced. ” I am not amphibfein, like 
the machine of the poor Captain Seton, but I am 
cosmopolilan. And for the English I ha^ve always 
hud, as you know, a great admiraUon. The thorough 
way, for instance, in whiefe they read the daily 
pai)er.” 

My*!f?irention had strayed to political news. 

“ They seem to be giving the Home Secretary a 
pre.ity bad time of it,” I remarked with a chuckle. 

” 'the poor man. He has his troubles, that one. 
All ! yes. So much»so ttat he seeks for help in the 
most improbable quarters.” 

I stared at him. » 

With a slight smile, Poiroit drew from his pocket 
his morning’s correspondence, neatly secured by a 
rubber band. From this he selected one letter which 
he tossed across*tp me. 

” It riiusf have missed us yesterday^' he said. 

I read the letter with a pleasurable feeling of 
excitement.^ 

” But, Poirot,” I cried. ” Tljis is mosyikttVtviig I ” 

“You think so, my friend ? ” 

“ He speaks in the warmest terms of your ability.” 

i He is right,*’ said Poirot, modestly Averting his 
eyes. ‘ * 
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“ He begs you to investigate this ipatter for him 
—^puts it as a personal favour/’ 

“ Quite so. It IS unnecessary to repeat all this to 
me. You understand, my dear Hastings. I have read 
the letter myself." 

" It’s too bad," I cried. This will put an end^ 

our holiday." 

" ^I8^ no, calmez vous —^there is no question of 
that." 

" But tjie Home Secretary says the matter is 
urgent." 

"•He may be right—again he may not. These 
politicians they are easily excited I have seen myself, 
in the Chambre des Deputes in Paris-" * 

" Yes, yes, but Poirot, surely we ought' to be' 
making arrangements ? The express to London has 
gone—it leaves at twelve o^clock. The next-" 

" Calm yourself, Hastings, ca4m yourself, I pray 
of you 1 Alw^s the excitement, the agitation. We 
are not going to Londbn tc^day—^nor yet to-morrow." 

" But this summons-*—" 

" Does not concern me. I do not belong to your 
police force, Hastings. I am asked to undertake a 
case as a private investigator. I ijpiuse." 

" You refu^ ? " 

" Certainly. I write with perfect politeness, tender 
Tjiy regrets, my apologies, explain that J am com- 
pletefes^e^'Hted—^bu^ what will you ? I have re¬ 
tired—I^m finished." 

"You are not finished," I exclaimed, warmly. 

Poirot patted my knee. * 

" There speaks the good friend—the faithful dog. 
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And you have,reason, too. The grey cells, they still 
function—the order, the method—it is still there. 
But when I have retired, my friend, I have retired I 
It is finished 1 I am not a stage favourite who gives 
the world a dozen farewells. In all generosity I say : 
J^t the young men have a chance. They may 
possibly do something creditable. I doubt it, bijt 
they may. An 3 ^ay they will do well enoughfer this 
doubtless tiresome affair of the Home Secretaiy*s." 

“ But, Poirot, the compliment! " 

" Me, I am above compliments. The Home 
Secretary, being a man of seni'c, realises that if he\:an 
only obtain my services all will be successful. What 
will ydTT? He is unlucky. Hercule Poirot has solved 
his last'‘case 

I looked at him. In my heart of hearts I deplored 
his obstinacy. The solving of such a case as was 
indicated might add? still further lustre to his already 
world-wide reputation. Nevertheless I^could not but 
admire his unyielding attitude. 

Suddenly a thought struck me and I smiled. 

" I wonder,” I said, ” that you are not afraid. 
Such an emphatic pronouncement will surely tempt 
the gods.” • y 

” ITnpossible,” he •replied, •“ lhat anyone should 
shake the decision of Hercule Poirot.” 

Impossible, Poirot ? ” 

“You are right, mon ami, ojie shouldija.&t hs^^uch 
a word. Eh, tifa foi, I do notfsay that if a bullgt shoiild 
strike the wall by my head', I would not investigate 
•fclw matter 1 Cfhe is human after all I 

I smiled. A littfe pjbble had just struck the 
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terrace beside us, and Poirot's fanciful analogy from 
it tickled my fancy. He stooped now and picked up 
the pebble as he"went on. 

“ Yes—one is human. One is the sleeping dog— 
well and good, but the sleeping dog can be roused. 
There is a proverb in your language that says so.” 

” In fact,” I said, ” if you find a dagger planted 
by yoih* pillow to-morrow morning—^let the criminal 
who put it there beware I ” . 

He nodded, but rather absently. 

Suddenly, to my surprise, he rose and descended 
the? couple of steps th^t led from the terrace to the 
garden. As he did so, a girl came into sight hurrying 
up towards us. 

I had just registered the impression that she was a 
decidedly pretty girl when my attention was drawn 
to Poirot who, not looking where he was going, had 
stumbled over a root and fallen Jieavily. He was just 
abreast of thg girl at the time and she and I between 
us helped him to his*feet.* My attention was naturally 
on my friend, but 1 was conscious of an impression 
of dark hair, an impish face and big dark blue eyes. 

” A thousand pardons,” stammered Poirot. 
” Mademoiselle, you are most J^iad. I regret ex¬ 
ceedingly—ouch I—<ny foot he pains me considerably. 
No, no, it is nothing really—^he turned ankle, that is 
all. In a few mintutes aU will be well. BuJ if you c6uld 
help ?ae, TTastings—^you and Mademoiselle between 
you, if §he will be so verj’ kind. I am ashamed to ask 
it of her,” 

With meJ^on the ctie side and thc^irl on the 

Poirot on to*a cliair on the terrace. I 
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then suggested fetching a doctor, but this my friend 
negatived sharply. 

“ It is nothing, I tell you. The aflkle turned, that 
is all. Painful for the moment, but soon over.*' He 
made a grimace. “ See, in a little minute I shall have 
forgotten. Mademoiselle, 1 thank you a thousand 
times. You were most kind. Sit down, I beg of you.” 

The girl took a chair. 

“ It*s nothing,” she said, ” But I wish you would 
let it be seen to.” ^ 

” Mademoiselle, I assure you, it is a hagaielle ! In 
the pleasure of your society tl^^ pain passes already.” 

The girl laughed, 

” Tha^s good.” 

” Wh^t about a cocktail ? ” I suggested. ” It's 
just about the time.” 

” Well-'' She hesitated. ” Thanks very much.” 

” Martini ? ” . ‘ 

” Yes, please—dry Martini.” 

I went off. On my return,‘aftef having ordered the 
irinks, I found Poirot and the girl engaged in ani- 
nated conversation. 

” Imagine, Hastings,” he said',’ ” that house there 
—^the on^ on th% point—that we have admired so' 
inuch,rit belongs to Mademoiselie here.” 

” Indeed ? ” I said, tltough I was unable to recall 
tiavlng expressed any admiration. % In fact *1 had, 
hic-dly noticed the house. ” It ^ooks ratkej'eeriaiiind 
ira^Jsing standing there by 4self far from anything.” 

” It's called End House,” said the girl. “ I love it 
it's a tunfble-down old place. Gokig to rack 
rnd ruin.*” 
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“ You are the last of an old family. Mademoiselle? ” 
Oh ! we're nothing importyiit. But there ha\j^ 
been Buckleys here for two or three hundred years. 
My brother died three years ago, so I’m the last of 
the famity.” 

That is sad. You live there alone. Mademoi¬ 
selle ? ” 

“75&! I’m away a good deal and when I’m at 
home there’s usually a cheery crowd coming and 
going.” , 

” That is so modem. Me, I was picturing you in 
a dark mysterious mansion, haunted by a family 
curse.” 

“How marvellous ! What a picturesque imagina¬ 
tion vou must have. No, it’s not haunted. 6r if so, 
the ghost is a beneficent one. I’ve had three escapes 
from sudden death in as many days, so I must bear 
a charmed life.” 

Poirot sat up alertly. 

” Escapes from d^ath«? That sounds interesting. 
Mademoiselle.” • 

“ Oh 1 they weren’t very thrilling. Just accidents, 
you know.” She jerked her head sharply ^s a wasp 
■flew past. ” Curse these wasps.^ There must be a 
nest of them round here.” 

” The bees and the wasps^you do not like them, 
.Mademoiselle i rYou have bcen^ stung—yes ? ”* 

“ —^buV I hate the way they come right past 

your face*” , • 

” The bee in the bonnet,” said Poirot. “ Your 
English phfase.” _ 

At th^t moment the qbckthils arrived.* We all 
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held up our glasses and made the usual inane 
pbservations. 

I*m due in the hotel for cocktails, really," said 
Sliss Buckhy. “ I expect they're wondering what 
has become of me.” 

Poirot cleared his throat and set down his glass. 

” All! for a cup of good rich chocolate,” he mur¬ 
mured. ” But in England they make it not. fScill, m 
England you have sonie very pleasing customs. The 
young girls, their hats they come on apd off—so 
prettily—so easily ” 

The girl stared at him. 

” What do you mean ? Why shouldn't they ? ” 

“You ask that because you are young—so young, 
Madenloiselle. But to me the natural thing seems 
to have a coiffure high and rigid—so—^and the hat 
attached with many hatpins— Id — Id—Id—et Id” 

Hii executed four, vici6us jabs in the air. 

“ But how frightfully uncomfortable 1 ” 

“ Ah! I should think so/' sai(f Poirot. No 
martyred lady could have spoken with more feeling. 
“ When the wind blew it was the agony—it gave you 
the migraine” 

Miss Buckley fragged off the simple wide-brimmed 
felt «he w!is wearing and .cast it down beside 
her. 

^ And now we ^o this,” she lau^bed. 

“ Which *is sensible and charming,^id J^irot, 
with a little bow. 

I looked at her with interest. Her dark liair was 
jjjjffled and gave her an elfin lot»k. The^e was some¬ 
thing elfin about ln!r alloge^ther. The sniall, viyid 
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face, pansy-shaped, the enormous dark blue eyes, 
and something else—something haunting and airest?- 
ing. Was it a hint of recklessness ? There were 
dark shadows under the eyes. 

The terrace on which we were sitting was a little 
used one. The main terrace where most people sat. 
’^^ja^ust round the comer at a point where the cliff 
shelved directly down to the sea. 

From round this comer now there appeared a man, 
a red-facevd man with a rolling carriage who carried 
his hands half clenched by his side. There was sorne- 
thihg breezy and care-free about him—a t 3 rpical 
sailor. 

" I can't think where the girl's got to," ihe was 
saying in tones that easily carried to where we sat. 
" Nick—Nick." 

Miss Buckley rose. 

" I knew they'd be getting in a state. Attaboy— 
George—^hcre*I am." 

" Freddie's frantift for*a drink. Come on, girl." 

He cast a glance of fmnk curiosity at Poirot, who 
must have differed considerably from most of Nick's 
friends. 

The girl performed a wave of .introduction. 

" This is Commander Challenger—er^^- 

But to my surprise Poirot Bid not supply the name 
for which she mas waiting. Instead he jpse, bowed 
very, leremoiiiously a^nd murmured. 

" Of the English Navy. I have a gfeat regard for 
the English Navy." 

This typti of remai'k is not one that an Englishman 
a^laims, most readily. Commander Challenger 



20 PERIL AT END HOUSE 

flushed and Nick Bucldey took command of the 
situation. 

^ “ Come on, George. Don't gape. Let's find Freddie 
and Jim." 

She smiled at Poirot. 

^ " Thanks for the cocktail. I hope the ankle will 
be all right." 

With a nod to me she slipped her hand through the 
sailor's arm and they di‘^appearod round the comer 
together. • 

" So that is one of Mademoiselle's friends," mur¬ 
mured l^oirot tlioughtfully. # " One of her cheery 
crowd. What about him ? Give me your expert 
iudgmfj^t, Hastings. Is he what you call a good 
fellow—^ves ? " 

Pausing for a moment to try and decide exactly 
what Poirot thought I should mean by a " good 
fellow," I gave a doubtful assent. 

He seems all right—^yes," I said, " So far as 
one can tell by a cursory glanc^." 

" I wonder," said Poirot.* 

The girl had left her hat behind. Poirot stooped to 
pick it up and twirled it round absent-mindedly on 
his finger. 

" Htis he a tendressB for her *? What do you think, 
Hastings ? " ^ 

‘^My dcat Poirot#! How can I tell ft Here—give me. 
that hat. The lady wiU want I'U taice^t ta4ier." 

Poirot paid*no attention to my request. He con¬ 
tinued to revolve the hat slowly on his finger. 

Pas encore.^a m*amuse 

" Reaily, Poirot! * 
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** Yes, my friend, I grow old and childish, do I 
not ? ** 

This was so exactly what I was feeling that I was 
somewhat disconcerted to have it put into words. 
Poirot gave a little chuckle, then leaning forward 
he laid a finger against the side of his nose. 

But no—I am not so completely imbecile as you' 
Wc will return the hat—^but assuredly—^but 
later ! We will return it to End House and tlius we 
shall have the opportunity of seeing the charming 
Miss Nick again.” 

Poirot,” I said. ” I believe you have fallen in 
love.” 

" She is a pretty girl—eh ? ” 

” Well—^you saw for yourself. Wliy ask me ? ” 

“ Because, alas I I cannot judge. To me, nowa¬ 
days, anything young is beautiful. Jeunesse — 
jeunesse. ... It is the trkgedy of my years. But 
you—I appeal to you ? Your judgment is not up-to- 
date, naturally, havmg lived in the Argentine so long. 
You admire the figure of^five years ago, but you are at 
any rate more modem than I am. She is pretty— 
yes ? She has the appeal to the sexes ? ” 

' ” One sex is sufficient, Poirot. The answer, I 
should say, is very much in the ^affirmative. Why are 
you so interested in the lady ? ” 

” Am I interested ? ” 

” WeU-*'-look 'at what you've just*been say¬ 
ing.” ' > 

” You are under a misapprehension, mon ami. 1 
may be interested inrthe lady—^yes—>bul: I am mu^^ 
more interested in her hat,*' • 
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I stared at him, but he appeared perfectly serious. 

. He nodded his head at me. 

“Yes, Hastings, this very hat.“ He held it towards 
me. “You see the reason for my interest ? ” 

“ It's a nice hat," I said, bewildered. “ But quite 
an ordinary hat. Lots of girls have hats like it." 

“ Not like this one." 

I looked at it more closely. 

“ You see, Hastings ? " 

“ A perfectly plain fawn felt. Good styje-" 

“ I did not ask you to describe the hat. It is plain 
that you do not see. Almost incredible, my poor 
Hastings, how you hardly ever do see I It amazes me 
every time anew ! But regard, my dear old imbecile 
—it is not necc'ssary to employ the grey cells—the 

eyes will do. Regard—^regard-" 

And then at last I saw to what he had been trying 
to draw my attentiqn. The slowly turning hat was 
revolving on his finger, and that finger was stuck 
neatly through a hole in the brkn of the hat. When 
he saw that I had realised hjs meaning, he drew his 
finger out and held the hat towards me. It was a 
small ne^t hole, quite round, and I could not imagine 
its purpose, if purpose it had. 

“ Did yotS observq the way ^Mademoiselle Nick 
flinched when a bee ftew past ? The bee in the 
bonnet—the hole jp the hat." ^ , 

“ But a‘bee couldn't make a hole like^th^." 

“ Exactly, Hastings I Wha*t acumen P It could 
not. But a bullet could, moH cher I " 

“A bullet'? 

' Mats oui / A btillet'like this, ' 
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He held out his hand with a small object in the 
palm of it. 

" A spent bullet, mon ami. It was that which hit 
the terrace just now when we were talking. A spent 
bullet I 

You mean-? ** 

that one inch of difference and that hole 
would he not through the hat hut through the head. Now 
do you see why I am interested, Hastings ? You were 
right, my friend, when you told me not to use the 
word * impossible.* Yes—one is human ! Ah ! but 
he made a grave mistake, that would-be murderer, 
when he shot at his victim within a dozen yards of 
Hercule Poirot! For him, it is indeed la mamaise 
chance. But you see now why we must make our 
entry into End House and get into touch with 
Mademoiselle ? Three ne%r escapes from death in 
three days. That is what she said. We must act 
•quickly, Hastings. The peril is very close at hand.” 



CHAPTER II 


END HOUSE 

Poirot/' I said. " I hav^ been tlnn'king." 

“ An admirable exercis< , my friend. Continue it/' 

Wo wore sitting facing each other at lunch at a 
small table in the window. 

“ This shot must have been fired quite close to 
ns. And yet we did not hear it." 

“ And yon think that in the peaceful stillness, with 
the rippling \vav< s the only sound, we should have 
done so ? " 

" WcH, it's odd." 

" No, it is not odcl. Some sounds—you get used 
to them so soon that you^ hardly notice they are‘ 
llicre. All this morning, iny friend, speedboats have 
been making trips in the bay. You complained at 
first—soon, you did not even notice. But, ma foi, you 
could fir5 a machine gun almost and not notice it 
when one of*tho?e t>oats is on the sea." 

** ^es, that's true.' 

",Ah ! voild” murmured Poirot. " Madenjoiselle 
and her.frk-nds. They are to hinctf’ftere,•it seems.* 
And therefore I must return tli® hat. But i%o matter. 
The affair is sufficiently serious to warrant a visit all 
on its own." • 

^le leaped up nimbly from his seat, hurried across 
the room, and presented the hat with a bow just hs 

24 
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Miss Buckley and her coTiipcinions were seating 
themselves at table. 

They were a party of four, Nick Bticklcy, Com¬ 
mander Challenger, another man and another girl. 
From where we sat we had a very imperfect view 
of them. From time to time the naval man’s laugh 
b oome d out. He seemed a simple, likeable soul, and 
I EaVnlready taken a fancy to him. 

My friend was silent and distrait during our meal. 
He crumbled his bread, made strange little ejacu¬ 
lations to himself and straightened everything on the 
table. I tried to talk, hvt meeting with no encourage¬ 
ment soon gave it up. 

He continued to sit on at the table long after he 
had finished his cheese. As soon as the other party 
had left the room, however, he too rose to his 
feet. They were just settling themselves at a table 
in the lounge when Poirot marched up to them in his 
most military fashion, and addressed Nick directly. 

“ Mademoiselle, may I^crave one little word with 
you." 

The girl frowned. I realised her feelings clearly 
enough. She was ifraid that this queer little 
foreigner was going to be a nuisaneje. I could not but 
sympathise with hex, knowing how it must appear 
•iu her. eyes. Rather unwillingly, she moved a few 
steps aside. , 

Almost “imrteSiately I saw an Expression* of sur¬ 
prise pasjS'over her ftice at the low hurried words 
Poirot was uttering. 

In the mejintime, I%as feeling rather awkward and 
ill^at ease, Challenger with ready tact came to iny 
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rescue, offering me a cigarette and making some 
commonplace observation. We had taken each 
other's measure and were inclined to be sympathetic 
to each other. I fancied that I was more his own 
kind than the man with whom he had been lunching. 
1 now had the opportunity of observing the latter. A 
tall, fair, rather exquisite young man, with a rather 
fleshy nose and over-emphasised good-looks. He had 
a supercilious maniiei and a tired drawl. There was a 
sleekness about him that I especially disliked. 

Then I looked at the woman. She was sitting 
straight opposite me in a l.ig chair and hadqust 
thrown off her hat. She was an unusual tjq^e—a 
weary Madonna describes it best. She had fair, 
almost colourless hair, parted in the middle and 
drawn straight down over her ears to a knot in the 
neck. Her face was dead white and emaciated—^yet 
curiously attractive. Her eyes were very light grey 
with large pupils. She had a curious look of detach¬ 
ment. She was staring at'•me. • Suddenly she spoke. 

“ Sit down—^till your friend has j&nished with 
Nick." 

She had an affected voice, lahguid and artificial— 
yet which had withal a curious attraction—a kind of 
resoqant lingering ^jeauty. Slie impressed me, I 
think, as the most tired person I had ever met.- 
Tifed in mind, not in body, as thou^l^ she had found 
ever 3 rthing^in the^world to be empty^nd**valueless, 

" Miss Buckley veiy kindly helped my fftend when 
he twisted his ankle this morning," I explained, as I 
^cepted her offer. • 

’‘So- Nick said." •Hdt eyes considered me, sfill 
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detachedly. “ Nothing wrong with his ankle now, is 
there ? " 

I felt myself blushing. 

** Just a momentary sprain/* I explained. 

“ Oh ! well—I’m glad to hear Nick didn’t invent 
the whole thing. She’s the most heaven-sent little 
liar that ever existed, you know. Amazing—it’s 
quSe'ic gift.” 

I hardly knew what to say. My discomfiture 
seemed to fimuse her. 

” She’s one of my oldest friends,” she said, ” and I 
always think loyalty’s seich a tiresome virtue, don’t 
you ? Principally practised by the Scots—like 
thrift and keeping the Sabbath. But Nick is a liar, 
isn’t she, Jim ? That marvellous story about the 
brakes of the car—and Jim says there was nothing 
in it at all.” 

The fair man said in a soft, riqh voice ; 

/* I know something about cars.” 

He half turned hisjiead. Outside amongst other 
cars was a long, red car. Jt seemed longer and redder 
than any car could be. It had a long gleaming bonnet 
of polished metal. A* super car I 

“ Is that your car ? ” I asked on a sudden impluse. 

He nodded. 

• -Ye?.” 

^ I had-an insane desire to say, ” It would be 1 ’'• 

Poirot rdjoir^ius at that moment. 1 tost, he took 
me by the^arm, gave £i quick bow to the party, and 
. drew me rapidly away. 

” It is arranged, lAy friend. We lare to call on 
Mademoiselle at End House at* half-past si:^ Sh? 



28 PERIL AT END HOUSE 

will be returned from the motoring by then. Yes, yes, 
surely she will have returned—in safety.** 

His face was anxious and his tone was worried. ^ 

“ What did you say to her ? ** ^ 

** I asked her to accord me an interview—^as soo? 
as possible. She was a little unwilling—naturally 
She thinks—I can see the thoughts passing througl 
her mind : ' Who is he—this little man ? Is He th( 
bounder, the upstart, the Moving Picture director ? ' 
If she could have refused she would—but y, is difficult 
—asked like that on the spur of the moment it is 
easier to consent. She admiis that she will be back 
by six-thirty. (^a y est 1 ** 

I remarked that that seemed to be all right then, 
but m}^ remark met with little favour. Indeed Poirot 
was as jumpy as the proverbial cat. He walked about 
our sitting-room all the afternoon, murmuring to 
himsi-H and ceaselessly rt^arranging and straightening 
the ornaments. When I spoke to hiti^ he waved Ins 
hands and shook his head. j 
In the end we started out from the hotel at barely 
six o*clock. 

It seems incredible,*' I remarked, as we de¬ 
scended the steps ^f the terrace." To attempt to shoot 
any<;»ne in affiotel gajden. Only, a madman would do 
such a thing.** - . * • 

^ I disagree with you. Given oqe condition, it 
would ^e‘^l:[uite A reasonably safe affair.* To begin 
with the garden is deserted. The people who come to 
hotels are like a flock of sheep. It is customary to sit 
on the terrace c verlooking the bay —eh bien, so every¬ 
one si^ on the terrace. Only, I who am an original, 
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sit overlooking the garden. And even then, I saw 
nothing. There is plenty of cover, you observe-• 
-ecs, groups of palms, flowering shrubs. Anyoiuj 
^uld hide himself comfortably and be unobserved 
^^hilst he waited for Mademoiselle to pass this way. 
Vnd she would come this way. To come round by 
Jie road from End House would be much longer. 
!yIafti«moiselle Nick Buckley, she would be of those 
^ho are always late and taking the short cut ! 

“ All the same, the risk was enormous. He might 
have been seen—^and you can't make shooting look 
like g-n accident." 

" Not like an accident —no." 

" What do you mean ? " 

“ Nothing—a little idea. I may or may not be 
justified. Leaving it aside for a moment, there is 
what I mentioned just now—^an essential condition 
" Which is ? " 

" Surely you can tell me, Hastings.” 

•" I wouldn't "like to deprive you of the pleasure of 

being clever at my expense I " 

" Oh I the sarcasm ! Ihe irony 1 Well, what leaps 

to the eye is this : the^ motive cannot be obvious. If it 

were —^why, then, truly the risk would indeed* be too 

great to be taken 1 People would sa^ : ^ Lwotider if it 

-were So-and-So. Wh^fre was So-d!hd-So when the shot 
• 

was fir^d ? ’ No, the murderer—^the would-be mur- 
derer, I shouldjray—cannot be ob dous. Anc} that, 
Hastings, is why I am ^afraid I Yes, at this minute I 
a afraid. I reassure myself. I say : * There are four 
of them.' <1 say : ‘ Nothing can happen when they 
are all together.' I say : * It would be madhess I' 
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And all the time I am afraid. These ' accidents '—I 
want to hear about them 1 ** 

He turned back abruptly. r 
** It is still early. We will go the other way by the 
road. The garden has nothing to tell us. Let us 
inspect the orthodox approach to End House.'* 
Our way led out of the front gate of the hotel and 
up a sharp hill to the right. At the top of it rrJilS a 
small lane with a notice on the wall: ** To End 
House Only.** 

We followed it and after a few hundred yards the 
lane gave an abnipt turn and ended in a pair of 
dilapidated entrance gates, which would have been 
the better for a coat of paint. 

Inside the gates, to the right, was a small lodge. 
This lodge presented a piquant contrast to the gates 
and to the condition of the grass-grown drive. The 
small garden round it was spick and span, the 
window frames aiid sashes had been lately painted 
and there were clean bright curtains at the windot\rs 
Bending over a flower-bed was a man in a faded 
Norfolk jacket. He straightened up as the gate 
creaked and turned to look at us. He was a man ol 
about •sixty, six foot at least, with a powerful frame 
and a weqthur-Beaten face. His head was almost 
completely bald. His eyes vfere a vivid blue and 
twinkled. He seemed a genial soul. 

“ Qaod^aftemjon,*' he observed w® passed. 

I responded in kind, and,as we weiit,^on up the 
drive I was*conscious of those blue eyes raking our 
backs inquisitively. 

“ Twonder^* sa\d Poirot, thoughtfiflly. 
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He left it at that without vouchsafing any ex¬ 
planation of what it was that he wondered. 

The house itseli was large and rather dreary¬ 
looking. It was shut in by trees, the branches of 
which actually touched the roof. It was clearly in 
bad repair. Poirot swept it with an appraising glance 
before ringing the beU—^an old-fashioned bell that 
needtd a Herculean pull to produce any affect and 
which once started, echoed mournfully on and on. 

The door was opened by a middle-aged woman— 
" a decent woman in black "—^so I felt she should be 
described. Very respectf^ble, rather mournful, com¬ 
pletely uninterested. 

Miss Buckley, she said, had not yet returned. 
Poirot explained that we had an appointment. He 
had some little difficulty in gaining his point, she was 
the t 5 ^e that is apt to be suspicious of foreigners. 
Indeed I flatter myself that it was my appearance 
which turned t^Q. scale. We were admitted and 
ushered into fhe drawing-room to await Miss 
Buckley's return. 

There was no mournful note here. The room gave 
on the sea and was full of sunshine. It was shabby 
and betrayed conflicting styles—^ultra modern of a 
cheap variety superimposed on solicl \ rcterian. The 
curtains were of faded brocade, tiut the covers were 
new and gay and the cushions were positively hectic. 
On the walls w^.e hung family poiLraits. ‘Ceme of 
them, I thought, looked jemarkably good, There was 
a gramophone and some records lying idly about. 
There was a portable \i^ireless, practically no books, 
and one newspaper flung open on the end of the.sofa. 
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Poirot picked it up—then laid it down with a grimace. 
It was the St. Loo Weekly Herald and Directory. 
Something impelled him to pick it up a second time, 
and he was glancing at a column when the door 
opened and Nick Buckley came into the room. 

“ Bring the ice, Ellen,"' she called over her 
shoulder, then addressed herself to us. 

“ Well, here I am—^and I've shaken off the tAiiers. 
Fm devoured with curiosity. Am I the long-lost 
heroine that is badly wanted for the Talkies ? You 
were so very solemn "—she addressed herself to 
Poirot—“ that I feel it caji't be anything else. Do 
make me a handsome oder." 

“ Alas ! Mademoiselle-" began Poirot. 

“ Don't say it's the opposite," she begged him. 
" Don't say you paint miniatures and want me to 
buy one. But no—with that moustache and staying 
at the Majestic, which has the nastiest food and the 
highest prices in England—no, it jsimply can't be." 

The woman who had ppened the door to us came 
into the room with ice and a tray oi bottles. Nick 
mixed cocktails expertly, continuing to talk. I think 
at last Poirot's silence (so unlike him) impressed' 
itself upon her. She stopped in the very act of filling 
tl^e glassee and said sharply: 

“ WeU ? - - 

- " That is what I wish it to be—well. Mademoiselle." 
He tesk the c^^wktail from her han4. “ To your good 
health, Mademoiselle—^to your continued good 
health." 

The girl no fool. The significance of his tone 
was^hot lost on h^r. 
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" Is—anything the matter ? *' 

" Yes, Mademoiselle. This . . 

He held out his Hand to her with the bullet on the 
palm of it. She picked it up with a puzzled frown. 

“ You know what that is ? " 

Yes, of course I know. It's a buUet." 

Exactly. Mademoiselle—it was not a wasp that 
flew past your face this morning—it was this bullet.” 

” Do you mean—was some criminal idiot shooting 
bullets in a hotel garden ? ” 

” It would seem so.” 

” Well, I'm damned,” said Nick frankly. ” I do 
seem to bear a charmed life. That’s number four.” 

” Yes,” said Poirot. ” That is number four. I 
want. Mademoiselle, to hear about the other three— 
accidents.” 

She stared at him. 

” I want to J)c very sure, l&adcinoiselle, that they 
were— accidents^ 

” Why,, of epurse 1 WJjaf else could they be ? ” 

” Madeijjetselle, prepar\yourself, I beg, for a great 
shock. What if someone is attempting your life ? ” 

All Nick's response to this was a burst of laughter. 
The idea seemed to amuse her hugely. 

” What a marvellous idea ! Mjj dear^nl&n, who«on 

"th dq you think would attempt my life ? I'm not 
xjie beautiful young heiress whose death releases 
millions. I wish^omebody was tryiij:g-to kilt’me— 
that would^h^ a thrill,nf you like—but*I'm afraid 
there’s not a hope I ” ^ 

” Will you^' tell me. Mademoiselle,®about 'those 
accidents ? 
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*' Of course—but there's nothing in it. They were 
just stupid things. There's a heavy picture hangs 
over my bed. It fell in the night. Just by pure 
chance I had happened to hear a door banging 
somewhere in the house and went down to find it 
and shut it—^and so 1 escaped. It would probably 
have bashed my head in. That's No. i." 

Poirot did not smile. 

" Continue, Mademoiselle. Let us pass to No. 2 ." 

Oh, that’s weaker still. There's a scrambly cliff 
path down to the sea. I go down that way to bathe. 
There's a rock you can dive off, A boulder got dis¬ 
lodged somehow and came roaring down just missing 
me. The third thing was quite different. Something 
went wrong with the brakes of the car—I don't know 
quite what—the garage man explained, but I didn't 
foUow it. Anyway if I'd gone through the gate and 
down that hill, they wouldn't have hel^anJT suppose 
I'd have gone slap into the Tow^r^Hall and there 
would have been the deni a smaV^*,Vflight de¬ 
facement of the Town HaP^ complete obJJteration of 
Me. But owing to my always leaving something 
behind, I turned back and merely ran into the laurel 
hedge." 

V And you cannot tell me what the trouble was ? " 

" You can go and ask them at Mott’s pardg8'“ 
They'll know. It was something quite simple and*, 
mechdliical tbic had been unscrevr'ed, 1 think. I’ 
wondered if Bllen's boy (my stand-by who opened the 
door to you, has got a small boy) had tinkeied with it. 
Boys*do like*-messing about with cars. Of course' 
Ellen swore he'd never been near the' car. I think 
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something must just have worked bose in spite of 
what Mott said.” 

“ Wlierc is your garage. Mademoiselle ? ” 

” Round the other side of the house.” 

Is it kept locked ? ” 

Nick's eyes widened in surprise. 

Oh ! no. Of course not.” 

” Anyone could tamper with the car unobserved ?” 

'' Well—yes—I suppose so. But it's so silly.” 

“ No, Mademoiselle. It is not silly. You do not 
understand. You are in danger—grave danger. I 
tell it*to you. I! And you do not know who I am ? ” 

“ No ? ” said Nick, breathlessly. 

” I am Hercule Poirot.” 

” Oh ! ” said Nick, in rather a flat tone. “ Oh, 
yes,” 

” You know my name, eh ? ” 

” Oh, 

She wriggleAilconifortably, A hunted look came 
info her 4 ^bs€»:ved her keenly. 

” You j^tfRiot at easl^ That means, I suppose, 
that you have not read my books.” 

“ Well—^no—not ah of them. But I know the 
name, of course.” ^ 

” Mademoiselle, you are a polite liTPtfc liar.”* (I 
stafted* remembering the wor^s spoken at the 
.Majestic‘Hotel that day after lunch) “I forget— 
you are only a'’"child—^you would iivxtjiave "beard. 
So quickl 5 adoes fame pass. My friend there—^liaaadll 
tell you.”' • ' • . 

Nick looked at me. f cleared my thraat, somewhat 
embanrassed.® 
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Monsieur Poirot is—er—^\vas—a great detective/* 
I explained. 

“ Ah 1 my friend/* cried Poirot. Is that all you 
can find to say ? Mais dis done / Say then to 
Mademoiselle that I am a detcciive unique, unsur¬ 
passed, the greatest that ever lived 1 *' 

" That is now unnecessary,'* I said coldly. " You 
have told her yourself/* 

Ah, yes, but it is more agreeable to have been 
able to preserve the modesty. One shovld not sing 
one*s own praises.*' 

“ One should not keep a dog and have to bark 
oneself,** agreed Nick, with mock sympathy. ** Who 
is the dog, by the way ? Dr. Watson, I presume.** 
“ My name is Hastings,** I said coldly. 

Battle of —ioG6,** said Nick. “ Who said I wasn*t 
educated ? Well, this is all too, too marvellous 1 Do 
you think someone really wants tq^iroXvway with 
me ? It would be thrilling. But> cfts^Istse, that sort of 
thing doesn't really happen.^ .CnlyJ/.»i I expect 

Monsieur Poirot is like a ^^rgeon whoWjxvented an 
operation or a doctor who's found an obscure disease 
and wants everyone to have it." 

" Saerd tonner^e I " thundered Poirot. " WiU you 
be. serious afou young people, of to-day, will nothing 
make you serious ? It would not have beeq a jokei 
Mademoiselle, if you had been lying in the hotel 
gar<icira pre^^l^ little corpse with'Si nice little hole 
thxough your head instead of your hat. \iYou would 
not have .laughed then^—eh ? ** 

" Unearthly laughter hearef at a siance** said Nick. 
" But seriously, M. Poirot—it's very* kind of you 
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and all that—^but the whole thing be an 
accident." 

" You are as obstinate as the devil I " 

" That's where I got my name from. My grand¬ 
father was popularly supposed to have sold his soul 
to the devil. Everyone round here called him Old 
Nick. He was a wicked old man—but great fun. I 
adored him. I went everywhere with him and so they 
called us Old Nick and Young Nick. My real name 
is Magdala.'* 

" That is an uncommon name." 

" Yes, it's a kind of family one. There have been 
lots of Magdalas in the Buckley family. There's one 
up there.” She nodded at a picture on the wall. 

" Ah I " said Poirot. Then looking at a portrait 
hanging over the^^nantelpiece, he said: 

" Is that yoUi'^igtiandfather^ Mademoiselle ? " 
“Yes, arresting portrait, isn't it ? Jim 

Lasarus offer/y^lffiy i^rbut I wouldn't sell. I've 
got an aSie^y iW^C^Nick.” 

“ Ah I "•^j^irot was’siiwit for a minute, then he 
said very earnestly: 

“ Revenons d nos moutons. Listen, Madcmofscllc. 
1 implore you to be serious. You*ar<^n danger. 
^To-day, somebody shot at yo^ with a Maujfcr 
j)istol——" 

• “ A Mauser p^sfol ? " 

For the moment she was startled. 

“ Yes, wfty ? Do yod know of anyone* who lia?n 
^Mauser piscol ? " 

She smiled. I 
“ I've got* one myself." 
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“ You have ? " 

" Yes—it was Dad's. He brought it back from 
the War. It's been knocking round here ever since. 
I saw it only the other day in that drawer." 

She indicated an old-fashioned bureau. Now, as 
though suddenly struck by an idea, she crossed to it 
and pulled the drawer open. She turned rather 
blankly. Her voice held a new note. 

" Oh ! *’ she said. " It's—it's gene.” 



CHAPTER III 


ACCIDENTS ? 

It was from that moment that the conversation took 
on a different tone. Up to now, Poirot and the girl 
had been at eross-puq)Oscs. They were separated by 
a gulf oi yeais. His fame and reputation meant 
nothing to her - ohe was of the generation that knows 
only the great i anes of the immediate moment. She 
was, therefon\ • a)impressed by his warnings. He was 
to her onh ] athgr comic eldefly foreigner with an 
amubingly i elv.ti*~ mind. 

And tlA? Hude be llif‘d Poirot. To begin with, 
hi^vanity ’.as his constant dictum that 

all the nJ^ Poirot. Here was some¬ 

one who di*4mot. Very gA^d for him, I could not but 
feel—but not precisely helpful to the object in view I 
With th • di 'ct very <5f the missing pistol, however, 
the affair took on a now phase. Niok ceased to treat 
it as a mildly arnusnjg joke. She stilb*treated the. 
matter lightly, because it was her nabit and her creed 
.to. treat * all occurrences lightly, but there was*a 
distinct difference in her manner. 

She canw*^ back and sat do\^ on the ann of arhoii; 
frowning thoughtfully^ 

“ That's odd," she said. 

Poirot whirled round on me, 

39 
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" You renicmbcT, Hastings, the little idea I men¬ 
tioned ? Well, it was correct, my little idea I Sup¬ 
posing Mademoiselle had been found shot lying in 
the hotel garden ? She might not have been found 
for some hours—few people pass that way. And 
beside her hand —just fallen frotn it —is her own 
pistol. Doubtless the good Madame Ellen would 
identify it. There would be suggestions, no doubt, 
of worry or of sleeplessness-” 

Nick moved uneasily. 

That's true. I have been worried to death. 
Everybody's been telling me I'm nervy. Yes—^they'd 
say all that. . . 

" And bring in a verdict of suicide. Mademoiselle's 
fingerprints conveniently on the pistol and nobody 
else's—^but yes, it would be very simple and con¬ 
vincing." 

" How terribly amusing I " said i^K^KT^ut not, 1 
was glad to note, as though sha^fe^-^bly amu^pd. 

Poirot accepted her ^ow^ in-.4h«fc^ 
sense in which they were/uttered. 

“ PI*est cepas ? But you understand, Mademoiselle, 
there ,must be no more of this'. Four failures—yes— 
but the fifth tinr.e there may be a success." 

Bring dot your rubber-tyr^id hearses," murmured 
Nick. 

*" But we are here, my friend and I, to obviate all 
thfeti 

. 4-klt grateful for the^" wet" Poirot ha!j*a habit of 
sometimes ignoiing my exist(»nce. 

" Yes," I put in. " You mustn't be p,larmed, Miss 
Buckley. We will protect you." 
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" How frightfully nice of you,” said Nick. ” I 
think the whole thing is perfectly marvellous. Too, 
too thrilling.” 

She still preserved her airy detached manner, but 
her eyes, I thought, looked troubled. 

” And the first thing to do,” said Poirot, ” is to 
have the consultation.” 

He sat down and beamed upon her in a friendly 
manner. 

” To begin with. Mademoiselle, a conventional 
question—^but—^have you any enemies ? ” 

Nick shook her head rather regretfully. 

” I'm afraid not,” she said, apologetically. 

” Bon, We will dismiss that possibility then. And 
now we ask the question of the cinema, of the de¬ 
tective novel—^WTio profits by your death. Made¬ 
moiselle ? ” 

” I can ¥ S^i^jrfne,” said Nick. ** That's why it all 
seems such n'f&'ije;. There's this beastly old bam, 
of cours^^iSjnt'c mortgaged up to the hilt, the roof 
leaks anck^iTffere can't bco a coal mine or an3;dhing 
exciting like that hidden in the cliff.” 

” It is mortgaged~Arfn ? ” 

” Yes. I had to mortgage it. Y»u see there were 
two lots of death duties—quite s(jpn afte? each otlwjr— 
First ray grandfather died—^just six years ago, and 
then my’brother. That just about put the lid on the 
financial position.” 

“ And rour father ?#” 

W| *• 

” He wds invalided jhome from the War, then got 
pneumonia and died in 1919. My mother died when I 
was ar baby. I lived here with grandfather. He and 
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Dad didn't get on (I don't wonder), so Dad found it 
convenient to park me and go roaming the world on 
his own account. Gerald—^that was my brother— 
didn't get on with grandfather either. I dare say I 
shouldn't have got on with him if I'd been a boy. 
Being a girl saved me. Grandfather used to say I was 
a chip of the old block and had inherited his spirit." 
She laughed. " He was an awful old rip, I believe. 
But frightfully lucky. There was a saying round here 
that everything he touched turned to gold. He was a 
gambler, though, and gambled it away again. W^cn 
he died he left hardly anything beside the house and 
land. I was sixteen when he died and Gerald was 
twenty-two. Gerald was killed in a motor accident 
just three years ago and the place came to me." 

" And after you, Mademoiselle ? Who is your 
nearest relation ? ^ 

“ My cousin, Charles. Charles fl[?s a lawyer 
down here. Quite good and worti^^l^ very dull. 
He gives me good advice ^md .tries ^pPCstfain my 
extravagant tastes." 

" He manages your affairs for you—eh ? " 

" Well—yes, if you like to put it that way. I 
haven't manv a^airs to manage. He arranged the 
. mortgage for me apd made let the lodge." 

/* Ah I—the lodge. I was going to ask you about 
that. It is let?" 

‘^‘^'es—to»^dme Australians. Croft their name is. 
Veiy“*2iearty, you know^—and all that sot\*of thing. 
Simply oppressively kind. Alfl^ays bringing up sticks. 
of celefy and Carly peas and things like ^at. They're 
shocked at the way I let the garden go. They’re 
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rather a nuisance, really—at least he is. Too terribly 
friendly for words. She's a cripple, poor thing, and 
lies on a sofa all day. Anyway they pay the rent and 
that's the great thing." 

" How long have they been here ? " 

" Oh I about six months." 

“ I see. Now, beyond this cousin of yours—on 
your father's side or your mother's, by the 
way ? " 

" Molhe^r's. My mother was Amy Vysc." 

“ Bien I Now, beyond this cousin, as I was saying, 
have you any other relatives ? " 

" Some very distant cousins in Yorkshire— 
Buckleys." 

" No one else ? " 

" No." 

" That is lonely." 

Nick stared ,at him. 

^" Lonely P^^ hat a funny idea. I'm not down here 
much, ypj3f §^w. I'm usually in London. Relations 
are too <J^’%ii.stating’ as e^rule. They fuss and inter¬ 
fere. It's much more fun to be on one's own." 

" I will not waste the S3mipathy. You are a 
modem, I see. Mademoiselle. Now-^-your household." 

" How grand that sounds ! Ellen's the houseljgld. 
’And her husband, who's a sorf of gardener—^not a 
very good one. I pay them frightfulty little becahse 
I let them hate the child here. EUeti^does f«r*me 
when I'ci. down here^and rf I have a partywwe^get 
in who and what we c^an lomelp. I'm giving a party 
on Monday.' It's Regatta week, you jenow.'' 

" J^onday—and to-day is Saturday. Yes’. Yes. 
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And now. Mademoiselle, your friends—the ones with 
whom you were luncliing to-day, for instance ? 

“ Well, Freddie Rice—the fair girl—is practically 
my greatest friend. She’s had a rotten life. Married 
to a beast—man who drank and drugged and was 
altogether a queer of the worst description. She had 
to leave him a year or two ago. Since then she's 
drifted round. I wish to goodness she'd get a divorce 
and marry Jim Lazarus " 

“ Lazarus ? The art dealer in Bond Street ? " 
"Yes. Jim's the only son. Rolling in money, of 
course. Did you see that car of his ? He's a Jew, of 
course, but a irightfuUy decent one. And he's 
devoted to Freddie. They go about everywhere 
together. Fhey are staying at the Majestic over the 
week-end and are coming to me on Monday." 

" And Mrs. Rice's husband ? " • 

" The mess ? Oh 1 h^'s dropped out of everything. 
Nobody know^s where he is. It iflSikes it horribly 
awkward for Freddie. Yofl c^'t divonig>4nan when 
you don’t know where he^^' 

" itviddment / " 

" p9or Freddie," said Nick, pensively. " She's had 
rotten luck. Th^ thing w^as all fixed once. She got 
JhLQid of hhrrtind put it to him, and he said he was 
perfectly willing, bftt he simply hadn't got the cash 
to* take a woman to a hotel. So the end of it all was 
slift Jerked qjjt—and he took it and 6f£ he went and 
never been heard of from that day to this. 
Pretty mqan, I -call it.'* 

"‘Good hej^ens," I exclaimed. 

" My friend Hastings is shocked}", rem^irked 
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Poirot. "You must be more careful, Mademoiselle. 
He is out of date, you comprehend. He has just re¬ 
turned from those great clear open spaces, etc., and 
he has yet to learn the language of nowadays." 

" Well, there's nothing to get shocked about," 
said Nick, opening her eyes very wide. " I mean, 
everybody knows, don't they, that there are such 
people. But I call it a low-down trick all the same. 
Poor old Freddie was so damned hard up at the time 
that she didn't know where to turn." 

"Yes, yes, not a very pretty affair. And your 
other-friend. Mademoiselle. The good Commander 
Challenger ? " 

" George ? I've known George all my life—well, 
for the last five years an5rway. He's a good scout, 
George." 

“ He wishes you to marry him—eh ? " 

" He does mention it now 3 nd again. In the small 
hours of the mg-ining or after the second glass of 
port." 

" But you remain har^-hearted." 

" What would be the use of George and me marry¬ 
ing one another ? We^ve neither of us got a^bcan. 
And one would get terribly bored with George. That 
‘ playing for one's side,' * good old schoxsl' man ner. 
After all, he's forty if*he's a day?" 

The remark made me wince slightly. 

“ In fact he has one foot in the grave,'-* said Pc 4 rQt. 
" Oh 1 dp.not mind me, Mademoiselle. I^^am^ a^ 
grandpapa—a nobodjf, Aifd now,* tell me more 
about these accidents. The pict^e, for in¬ 
stance ? " . 
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“ It's been hung up again—on a new cord. You 
can come and see it if you like." 

She led the way out of the room and we followed 
her. The picture in question was an oil painting in a 
heavy frame. It hung directly over the bed-head. 

With a murmured, " You permit, Mademoiselle," 
Poirot removed his shoes and mounted upon the bed. 
He examined the picture and the cord, and gingerly 
tested the weight of the painting. With an elegant 
grimace he descended. • 

" To have that descend on one’s head—no, it would 
not be pretty. The cord by which it was hung. 
Mademoiselle, was it, like this one, a wire cable ? " 
" Yes, but not so thick. I got a thicker one this 
time." 

" That is comprehensible. And you examined the 
break—the edges were frayed ? " 

" I think so—^but I didn't notice particularly. 
Wliy should I ? " 

" Exactly. As you say^ why should you ? All the 
same, I should much lik^, to look at thej: piece of 
wire. Is it about the house anywhere ? " 

" It was stiU on the picture.* I expect the man who 
put the new wire on just threw the old one away." 
^ J* A pity.*^I should like to have seen it." 

" You don't think it was just an accident after all*? 
Surely it couldn't have been anything else.^' 

/* Tt may^ave been an accident. If is impossible tc 
jsay. But tlie damage tc^ the lyakes of yourj:ar—^that 
was not ap accident. Ai\d th^stone that rolled down 
the cliff—^I should like to see the spot where that 
accident occurred." 
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Nick took us out in the garden and. led us to the 
cliff edge. The sea glittered blue below us. A rough 
path Jed down the"face of the rock. Nick described 
just where the accident occurred and Poirot nodded 
thoughtfully. Then he asked : 

“ How many ways are there into your garden, 
Mademoiselle ? ** 

‘‘ There’s the front way—-past the lodge. And a 
tradesman's entrance—a door in the wall half-way 
up that lanss. Then there’s a gate just along here on 
the cliff edge. It leads out on to a zig-zag path tliat 
leads np from that beach to the Majestic Hotel. And 
then, of course, you can go straight through a gap 
in the hedge into the Majestic garden—that’s the 
way I went this morning. To go through the Majestic 
garden is a short cut to the town anyway.” 

” And your gardener—^where does he usually 
work ? ” * • 

“Well, he usually potters round the kitchen 
garden, or else he sits in the potting-shed and pretends 
to be sharpening the sheai^.” 

“ Round the other side of the house, that is to 
say ? ” ’ • 

“ So that if anyone were to comenn here and dis¬ 
lodge a boulder he would be very unlikely to W 
• noticed..” 

. ■ lilick gave a sudden little shiver. 

“ Do you—d6 you really think that is what 
happened 2 ” she asked|, “ Itcan’t belieVe it'^mc 
how. It seems so perfectly Aitile.” * 

Poirot drew the bullet from his pock^ again and 
looked.at it.* 
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“ That was not futile. Mademoiselle,** he said 
gently. 

“ It must have been some madman.** 

Possibly. It is an interesting subject of after- 
dinner conversation—are all criminals really mad¬ 
men ? There may be a malformation in their little 
grey cells—^yes, it is very likely. That, it is the affair 
of the doctor. For me—I have different work to 
perform. I have the innocent to think of, not the 
g\ii1ty—the victim, not the criminal. It is you I am 
considering now. Mademoiselle, not your unknown 
assailant. You are young and beautiful, and the sun 
shines and the world is pleasant, and there is life and 
love ahead of you. It is all that of which I think, 
Mademoiselle. Tell me, these friends of yours, Mrs. 
Rice and Mr. Lazarus—^they have been down here, 
how long ? ** 

“ Freddie came*down on Wednesday to this part 
of the world. She stopped with some people near 
Tavistock for a couple of nights. She came on here 
yesterday. Jim has bee?:) touring round about, I 
believe.'* 

“ And Commander Challenger ? *’ 

" He*s at Det onport. He comes over in his car 
-^'^enever he can—^week-end^ mostly.** 

^ Poirot nodded.' We were walking back. to. ‘the 
house. There was a silence, and then he'said sud¬ 
denly : 

** Have you a friend whom you can trust. Made¬ 
moiselle ? *' ‘ ® • 

Tliere's-Freddie." 

“ Other than Mrs. Rice.** 
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** Well, I don't know, I suppose I have, Wliy ? ” 

** Because I want you to have a friend to slay with 
you—immediately'.’" ' 

" Oh I " 

Nick seemed rather taken aback. She was silent a 
moment or two, thinking. Then she said doubtfully : 

" There’s Maggie. I could get hold of her, I expect." 

" Who is Maggie ? " 

" One of my Yorkshire cousins. There's a large 
family of them. He’s a clergyman, you know. 
Maggie's about my age, and I usually have her to stay 
sometime or other in the summer. She’s no fun, 
though—one of those painfully pure girls, with the 
kind of hair that has just become fashionable by 
accident. I was hoping to get out of having her this 
year.” 

" Not at all. Your cousin. Mademoiselle, will do 
admirably. Just the type of person I had in mind.” 

All right,” said Nick, with a sigh. " I'll wire her. 
I certainly don't know who else I could get hold of 
just now. .Eveiyone's fixe^ up. But if it isn't the 
Choirboys' Outing or the Mothers’ Beanfeast she'll 
come aU right. Though what you expect her to 
do ” » 

” Could you arrange for her to sleep in your room?-^ 
I suppose so. , 

. ■ She would not think that an odd request ? " 

“ Oh, no, Maggie never thinks. She just does-^ 
earnestly, .you know. Christian works—^with* faith 
ari3 perseverance. All r/ght, i'll wire her to*come on 
Monday,” 

” Why not to-morrow ? ” 



50 PERIL AT END HOUSE 


“ With Sunday trains ? She’ll think I*m dying if 
I suggest that. No, I’ll say Monday. Are you going 
t(j teli her about the awhil fate hanging over me ? ” 

“ Nous verrons. You stiU make a jest of it ? You 
have courage, I am glad to see.” 

“ It makes a diversion anj way,” said Nick. 

Something in her tone struck me and I glanced at 
her curiously. I had a feeling that there was some¬ 
thing she had left untold. We had re-entered the 
drawing-room. Poirot was fingering the newspaper 
on the sofa. 

” You read this, Mademoiselle ? ” he “ asked, 
suddenly. 

” The St. Loc Herald ? Not seriously. I opened it 
to see the tides. It gives them every week.” 

“ I see. By the way. Mademoiselle, have you ever 
made a will ? ” 

I 

Yes, I did. About six months ago. Just before, 
my op.” 

” Qu*est ce que vous dites ? Your op ? ” 

” Operation. For appendicitis. Sonveone said I 
ought to make a will, so I did. It made me feel quite 
important.” ' 

“ And the terms of that will ? ” 


” I left End House to Ch£\fles. I hadn't much else 
Jo leave, but what there was I left to Freddie. I 


should think probably the—^what do you Call thqm-r- 
^idbilities-would have exceeded the assets, really.” 


Poirot nodded abstntly. I • %* 

” I will take my leave'now. Au revoir, Made- 


moidelle. Be careful.” 


What of ? ” asked Nick. 
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"You are intelligent. Yes, that is the weak point 
—in which direction are you to be careful ? Who can 
say ? But have confidence, Mademoiselle. In a few 
days I shall have discovered the truth." 

" Until then beware of poison, bombs, revolver 
shots, motor accidents and arrows dipped in the 
secret poison of the South American Indians," 
finished Nick glibly. 

" Do not mock yourself. Mademoiselle," said 
Poirot gravely. 

He paused as he reached the door. 

“ By the way," he said. " What price did M. 
Lazarus offer you for the portrait of your grand¬ 
father ? " 

" Fifty pounds." 

" Ah ! " said Poirot. 

He looked earnestly back at ^hc dark saturnine face 
above the mantelpiece. 

".But, as I told you, I dgn*t want to sell the old 
boy." 

" No," said Poirot, thoughtfully. " No, I under¬ 
stand." 



CHAPTER IV 

THERE MUST BE SOMETHING ! 

'* Poirot," I said, as soon as we were out upon the 
road. " There is one thing I think you ought to 
know." 

“ And what is that, mon ami ? " 

I told him of Mrs. Rice's version of the trouble with 
the motor. 

" Tiens ! C*est interessant, ga. There is, of course, 
a type, vain, hysterical, that seeks to make itself 
interesting by having marvellous escapes from death 
and which will recount to you surprising histories 
that never happened I ,Yes, it is well known, that 
type there. Such people will even do themselves 
grave bodily injury to siSstain the fiction." 

" You don’t think that—^—” 

" That Mademoiselle Nick is of that type ? No, 
indeed. You observed, Hastings, that we had great 
'**3ifticulty in convincing her of her danger. And i;i^ht 
to the end she kept up the farce of a half-mocking 
disbelief. She is of her generation, that little ©ne.. 
All tt.e s^e, it is interesting—^what Madame Rice 
" said. Why should sHe sa}^ it ? Why SUy it ayen 
if it. w'ere_ true ? It was unnecessAry-—almost 
gauche,** 

" Yes," I said. " That's true. She dragged it into 

52 
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the conversation neck and crop—^fcTr no earthly 
reason that I could see/' \ 

“ That is curious. Yes, that is curious. The little 
facts that are curious, I like to see them appear. They 
are significant. They point the way." 

" The way—^where ? " 

“ You put your finger on the weak spot, my ex¬ 
cellent Hastings. Where ? Where indeed 1 Alas, we 
shall not know till we get there." 

" Tell me, Poirot," I said. " Why did you insist 
on her getting this cousin to stay ? " 

Poirot stopped and waved an excited forefinger at 
me. 

" Gjnsider," he cried. “ Consider for one little 
moment, Hastings. How are we handicapped 1 How 
are our hands tied I To hunt down a murderer after 
a crime has been committed —tout simple / Or at 
' least it is simple to one of my ability. The murderer 
has, so to speak, signed his jiame by committing the 
crime. But here there is no crime—^and what is more 
we do not’want a crime. To detect a crime before 
it has been committed—that is indeed of a rare 
difficulty. • 

" What is our first aim ? The safety of Mademoi- 
se^ And that is nof easy. No, it is not easy," 
. 'Hastings. We cannot watch over her day and night 
.^we cannot even send a policeman in big boots to 
watch over her. We cannot pass the night in a young 
lady's sleeping chamber. TTfe afEair bristles with' 
dlfficuIBe^. •. 

" But we can do one thing. We can mhke it more 
difficulPfoK, our assassin. We can put Mademoiselle 
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upon her guard and we can introduce a perfectly 
impartial witness. It will take a very clever man 
to'get round those two circumstances." 

He paused, and then said in an entirely different 
tone of voice : 

" But what I am afraid of, Hastings-" 

" Yes ? " 

“ What I am afraid of is—that he is a very clever 
man. And I am not easy in my mind. No, I am not 
easy at all." 

" Poirot," I said. " You're making me feel quite 
nervous." 

" So am I nervou.s. Listen, my friend, that paper, 
the St. Loo Weekly Herald. It was open and folded 
back at—where do you think ? A little paragraph 
which said, " Among the guests staying at the Majestic 
Hotel are M. Hercule Poirot and Captain Hastings' 
Supposing—^just supposing that someone had read 
that paragraph. They Jinow my name—everyone 
knows my name-" 

" Miss Buckley didn't,*' I said, with a'grin. 

" She is a scatterbrain—^e does not count. A 
seriotis man— 2 l criminal—would know my name. 
And he would te afraid I He would wonder I He 
“^ould ask himself question^. Three times he ^has 
i>ttempted the life of Mademoiselle and now* Hercule* 
Poirot arrives in the neighbourhood. ‘' Is that 
coincijien«e ? * he would ask himself. And he would 
* fear that it might not He coincidence. Whaet would he 
do then ? " ' 

" Lie lo^and hide his tracks," I suggested, 

" Yes—^yes—or else—if he had real aUdabity, he 
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would strike quickly —without loss of time. Before I 
had time to make the inquiries— fouf. Mademoiselle 
is dead. That is what a man of audacity would do.*' 
But why do you think that somebody read that 
paragraph other than Miss Buckley ? " 

“ It was not Miss Buckley who read that para¬ 
graph. When I mentioned my name it meant nothing 
to her. It was not even familiar. Her face did not 
change. Besides she told us—she opened the paper 
to look at the tides—nothing else. Well, there was 
no tide table on that page." 

" You think someone in the house-" 

" Someone in the house or who had access to it. 
And that last is easy^—the window stands open. With¬ 
out doubt Miss Buckley’s friends pass in and out." 
“ Have you any idea ? Any suspicion ? ** 

Poirot flung out his hands. 

" Nothing. Whatever the motive, it is, as I pre¬ 
dicted, not an obvious onp. That is the would-be 
murderer's security—that is why he could act so 
daringly this morning. On the face of it, no one seems 
to have any reason for desiring the little Nick’s 
death. The property ? End House ? That pasiJes to 
the cousin—^but does he particularly want a heavily 
moi;tgaged and very di^ipidated old house ? It is not 
even a family place so far as he is concerned. He is 
. not- a Buckley, remember. We must see this M. 
Charles Vyse, certainly, but the idea seems'faqjastic. 
Then there is Madame—the bosom friend—^with 

Ver strange*eyes and her air of a lost Sladorine^-” 

“ Youfe^ythat too ? " I asked, startibd. 

" What 7*^ her concern in the business ? She tells 
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youfthat her friend is a liar. Cest gentille, qa I 
doe^i she tell you ? Is she afraid of something that 
Nifck may say ? Is that something connected with the 
car ? Or did she use that as an instance, and was her 
real fear of something else ? Did anyone tamper 
with the car, and if so, who ? And does she know 
about it ? 

“ Then the handsome blond, M. Lazarus. Where 
does he fit in ? With his marvellous automobile and 
his money. Can he possibly be concerned in any 
way ? Commander Challenger-*' 

“ He's all right,” I put in quickly. *' I'm sure of 
that. A real pukka sahib.” 

" Doubtless he has been to what you consider the 
right school. Happily, being a foreigner, I am free 
from these prejudices, and can make investigations 
unhampered by them.. But 1 will admit that I find 
it hard to connect Commander Challenger with the 
case. In fact, I do not ^ee that he can be so con¬ 
nected." 

" Of course he can't,"*1 said, warmly. 

Poirot looked at me meditatively, 

" You have an extraordinary effect on me, 
Hastings. You fiave so strongly the flair in the wrong 
direction that I angt almost teippted to go by it 1 you 
are that wholly admirable type of man,‘honest, 
credulous, honourable, who is invariably taken in by 
any scpuadrel. You are the type of man who invests 
in doubtful oil fields, *and non-existent gold rnines. 
From^ hundreds like you, the swindler* ihakes hfcj 
daily bread.^ Ah, well—I shall study thte Commander 
Challenger, You have awakened my d^bh.” 
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" My dear Poirot/’ I cried, angrily. You^Lrc 
perfectly absurd. A man who has knocked aboutahe 
world like I have——” 

“ Never learns/' said Poirot, sadly. “ It is amazing 
—^but there it is." 

" Do you suppose I'd have made a success of my 
ranch out in the Argentine if I were the kind of 
credulous fool you make out ? " 

" Do not enrage yourself, mon ami. You have made 
a great success of it—you and your wife.” 

‘‘ Bella,” I said, " always goes by my judgment.” 

” She is as wise as she is charming,” said Poirot. 

" Let us not quarrel, my friend. See, there ahead of 
us, it says Mott's Garage. That, I think, is the garage 
mentioned by Mademoiselle Buckley. A few in¬ 
quiries will soon give us the truth oi that little 
matter.” 

. We duly entered the place and Poirot introduced 
himself by explaining that he had been recommended 
there by Miss Buckley, rfe made some inquiries 
about hiring a car for soipe afternoon drives and 
from there slid easily into the topic of the damage 
sustained by Miss Buckley's car not long ago.. 

Immediately the garage proprietoifwaxed voluble. 
Most extraordinary thing he'd ever seen. He pro¬ 
ceeded to be technical. ^I, alas, am*not mechanically 
minded. Poirot, I should imagine, is even less so. 
‘But certain facts did emerge unmistakable,^The cal'* 
had been tampered with. And* the damage hadf been 
^wmethiiigx^uit^ easily done, occupying very, little 
tiine. 

*' So thas^ls that,” said Poirot, as we stroUed 
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“ The little Nick was right, and the rich 
M.‘Lazarus was wrong. Hastings, my friend, aU this 
is«very interesting/' 

What do we do now ? " 

" We visit the post office and send off a telegram 
if it is not too late." 

“ A telegram ? " I said hopefully. 

" Yes/' said Poirot thoughtfully. “ A telegram." 

The post office was still open Poirot wrote out his 
telegram and despatched it. He vouchsafed me no 
information as to its contents. Feeling that he 
wanted me to ask him, I carefully refrained from 
doing so. 

"It is anno^dng that to-morrow is Sunday," he 
remarked, as we strolled back to the hotel. " We 
cannot now call upon M. Vyse till Monday morning." 

"You could get hold of him at his private address." 

" Naturally. But tliat is just what I am anxious, 
not to do. I would prefer, in the first place, to consult 
him professionally and lo form my judgment of him 
from that aspect." . 

" Yes," I said thoughtfully. " I suppose that 
would be best." 


" The answer to one simple little question, for 
instance, might make a great difference. If M. 
jCharles Vyse was in his ofnee at twelve-thirtyHhis 
morning, then it was not he who fired that shot in 
the gar^n of the Majestic Hotel." 

" Ought we not to •examine the alibis pf the three 


at the hotel ? " , 

”4 That is much more difficult. It 
enough for one of them to leave the otl^^f 


be easy 
or a few 
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minutes, a hasty egress from one of the innumerable 
windows—lounge, smoking-room, drawing-room, 
writing-room, quickly under cover to the spot where 
the girl must pass—^the shot fired and a rapid retreat. 
But as yet, mon ami, we are not even sure that we 
have arrived at all the dramatis personcB in the drama. 
There is the respectable Ellen—^and her so far unseen 
husband. Both inmates of the house and possibly, 
for all we know, with a grudge against our little 
Mademoiselle: There are even the unknown Aus¬ 
tralians at the lodge. And there may be others, 
friends and intimates of Miss Buckley's whom she 
has no reason for suspecting and consequently has 
not mentioned. I cannot help feeling, Hastings, that 
there is something behind this— something that has 
not yet come to light. I have a little idea that Miss 
Buckley knows more than she told us.” 

. “ You think she is keeping fomething back ? ” 

” Yes.” 

” Possibly with an idea of sfiielding whoever it is ?” 

Poirot shook his head witji the utmost energy. 

” No, no. As far as that goes, she gave me the im¬ 
pression of being utterly frank. I am convinced that 
as regards these attempts on her life, 3 he was telling 
all she knew. But there is something else—something 
that’ she believes has nofhing to do*with that at all., 
And I should like to know what that something is. 
For I—I say it in all modesty—a great deal more 
intelligent tl*an une petite cojnme ga. I, flefcule 
bVirot, might seq a connection where she secs none. 
It might giyp'mc the clue I am seekiiig. Fo\ I 
announce 'to .'you, Hastings, quite frankly and 
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hiimbly, that I am as you express it, all on the sea. 
Until I can get some glimmering of the reason behind 
all this, I am in the dark. There must be something — 
some factor in the case that I do Tiot grasp. What 
is it ? Je me demande qa sans resse. Qu'est ce que 
c^est ? " 

“ You will find out," I said, soothingly. 

“ So long," he said sombrely, "as I do not find 
out too late." 



CHAPTER V 


MR. AND MRS. CROFT 

There was dancing that evening at the hotel. Nick 
Buckley din«d there with her friends and waved a gay 
greeting to us. 

She was dressed that evening in floating scarlet 
chiffon that dragged on the floor. Out of it rose her 
white neck and shoulders and her small impudent 
dark head. 

‘‘ An engaging young devil,” I remarked. 

” A contrast to her friend—eh ? ” 

Frederica Rice was in whitS. She danced with a 
languorous weary grace that was as far removed 
from* Nick's animation as anything could be. 

“ She is very beautiful,” said Poirot suddenly. 

” Who ? Our Nick ? ” 

” No—the other. Is she evil ? I& she good ? Is 
she merely unhappy ? One cannot tell. She is a 
mystery. She is, perhaps, nothing at all. But I tell 
you,* 'my iriend, she is rfn allumeusb” 

What do you mean ? ” I asked curiously. 

' He shook his head, smiling., 

“You will feel it sooner or ^ter. Remember my 
words.” 

Presently to my surprise, he rose. Nick was 
dancing with* George Challenger. Frederica and 

' 6i 
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Lazarus had just stopped and had sat down at their 
table. Then Lazarus got up and went away. Mrs. 
Rice was alone. Poirot went straight to her table. 
I followed him. 

His methods were direct and to the point. 

" You permit ? ** He laid a hand on the back of a 
chair then slid into it. I am anxious to have a word 
with you while your friend is dancing.” 

” Yes ? ” Her voice sounded cool, uninterested. 

” Madame, I do not know whether ycur friend has 
told you. If not, I win. To-day her life has been 
attempted.” 

Her great grey eyes widened in horror and sur¬ 
prise, The pupils, dilated black pupils, widened 
too. 

” What do you mean ? ” 

” Mademoiselle Buckley was shot at in the garden 
of this hotel.” 

She smiled suddenly—a gentle, pitying, incredu¬ 
lous smile. 

” Did Nick tell you so ? ” 

” No, Madame, I happened to see it with my own 
eyes. Here is the bullet.” 

He held it out to her and she drew back a 
little. 

” But, then—^but, then-” 

” It is no fantasy of Mademoiselle's imagination, 
you understand. I vouch for that. And there is 
more.'Several very curious accidents have happened 
in thf last few days. You will have heard—no, 
perhaps you will not. You only arrived yesterday, 
did you not ? ” 
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“ Yes—yesterday." 

“ Before that you were staying with friends, I 
understand. At Tavistock." 

" Yes." 

" I wonder, Madame, what were the names of the 
friends with whom you were staying." 

She raised her eyebrows. 

" Is there any reason why I should tell you that ? " 
she asked, coldly. 

Poirot wa^.; immediately all innocent surprise. 

" A thousand pardons, Madame. I was most 
maladroH. But I myself, having friends at Tavistock, 
fancied that you might have met them there. . . . 
Buchanan—that is the name of my friends.” 

Mrs. Rice shook her head. 

“ I don't remember them. I don't think I can have 
met them.'' Her tone now was quite cordial. ' * Don't 
let us talk about boring peoplft. Go on about Nick. 
Who^shot at her ? Why ? " 

" I do not know who —as ^et” said Poirot. " But 
I shall find out. Oh 1 yes, I shall find out. I am, you 
know, a detective. Hercule Poirot is my name.” 

“ A very famous name." 

" Madame is too kind." 

She said slowly: 

* "-What do you want^e to do ?•" 

I think she suiprised us both there. We had not 
expected just that. 

" I will ^sk you, Madame,• to watch over your 
friend." 

'" I will." ‘ 

" That is all." 
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He got up, made a quick bow, and we returned to 
our own table. 

“ Poirot,’* T said, " aren't you showing your hand 
very plainly ? " 

** Mon ami, what else can I do ? It lacks subtlety, 
perhaps, but it makes for safety. I can take no 
chances. At any rate one thing emerges plain to 
see.” 

” What is that ? ” 

” Mrs. Rice was not at Tavistock. Whore was she ? 
Ah I but I will find out. Impossible to keep infor¬ 
mation from Hcrculc Poirot. See—the handsome 
Lazarus has returned. She is telling him. He looks 
over at us. He is clever, that one. Note the shape of 
his head. Ah ! T wish I knew-” 

” What ? ” I asked, as he came to a stop. 

” What I shall know on Monday,” he returned, 
ambiguously. 

I looked at him but said nothing. He sighed. 

” You have no longer the curiosity, my friend. In 
the old days-” 

” There are some pleasures,” I said, coldly, ’’that 
it is good for you to do without.” 

” You mean-? ” 

*' The pleasure of refusing to answer questions.” 

” Ah c*est malin” 

“ Quite so.” 

” Ah, well, well,” murmured Poirot. ” The strong 
silent man beloved of novelists in tlie JEdwardian 

His "eye§ftwinkled with their old glint. 

Nick passed our table shortly afterwards. She 
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detached herself from her partner and swooped down 

us like a gaily-coloured bird. 

P.iuriiig on the edge of death/* she said lightly, 
ft is a now sensation, Mademoiselle ? *’ 

* Yes. Rather fun/’ 

She was off again, with a wave of her hand. 

I wish she hadn’t said that,” I said, slowdy. 
” Dancing on the edge of death. I don't like it.” 

” I know. It is too near the truth. She has. 
courage, that little one. Yes, she has courage. But 
unfortunately it is not courage that is needed at this 
moment. Caution, not courage— voild ce quHl nous 
fa lit / ” 

The following day was Sunday. We were sitting on 
the terrace in front of the hotel, and it was about half¬ 
past eleven when Poirot suddenly rose to his feet. 

” Come, my friend. We will try a little experiment. 
T have ascertained that M. Lazarus and Madame 
have gone out in the car and Mademoiselle with 
them. The coast is clear.” 

” Clear for what ? ” 

” You shall see.” 

We walked down thh steps and across a short 
stretch of grass to where a gate gavft on to the zig¬ 
zag .path leading down to the sea. A couple of 
bathers were coming up it. They passed us laughing 
and talking. 

When they had gone, Poirot walked to the point 
where an jncon^icuous smalr gate, rather nisty on 
its hinges, bore*the words in half obliterated letters, 
** End House. Private.” There was no c.ie in sight. 
We passed €juietly through. 
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In another minute we came out on the stretch of 
lawn in front of the house. There was no one about. 
Poirot strolled to the edge of the cliff and looked over. 
Then he walked towards the house itself. The French 
windows on to the verandah were open and we passed 
straight into the drawing-room. Poirot wasted no 
time there. He opened the door and went out into 
the haU. From there ho mounted the stairs, I at his 
heels. He went straiglit to Nick’s bedroom—^sat down 
on the edge of the bed and nodded t6 me with a 
twinkle, 

“You see, rny friend, how easy it is. No-one hp.s 
seen us come. No one will see us go. We could do 
any little affair we had to do in perfect safety. We 
could, for instance, fray through a picture wire so 
that it would be bound to snap before many hours 
had passed. And supposing that by chance anyone 
did happen to be in front of the house and see us 
coming. Then we wotjld have a perfectly natural 
excuse—^providing that we were known as friends 
of the house." 

“ You mean that we can rule out a stranger ? " 

“ That is what I mean, Hastings. It is no stray 
lunatic who is at the bottom of this. We must look 
nearer home than that." 

He turned to leave the room and I followed him. 
We neither of us spoke. We were both, I think, 
(troubled in mind. 

And!"Then, at the Send of the staircase, we both 
stoppcid abruptly. A man was coming .up. 

He too jtopped. His face was in shadow but his 
attitude was of one completely taken aback. He was 
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the first to speak, in a loud, rather bullying, 
voice. 

“ What the hell are you doing here, I'd like to 
know ? " 

“ Ah I" said Poirot. ” Monsieur—Croft, I think ? ” 

That's my name, but what-" 

** Shall we go into the drawing-room to converse ? 
It would be better, I think." 

The other gave way, turned abniptly and de¬ 
scended, we following close on his heels. In the 
drawing-room, with the door shut, Poirot made a 
little bow. 

" I will introduce myself. Herculc Poirot, at your 
service." 

The other’s face cleared a little. 

" Oh ! " he said .slowly. " You're the detective 
chap. I’ve read about you." 

■ " In the St. Loo Herald ? " * • 

" Eh ? I've read about you way back in Australia. 
French, aren't you ? " * 

" Belgian. It makes no matter. This is my friend. 
Captain Hastings." 

" Glad to meet you. ■ But look, what's the big 
idea ? What are you doing here 3 Anything— 
wrong ? " 

' ** It depends what y*u call—wrong." 

The Australian nodded. He was a fine-looking 
man in spite of his bald head and advancing years. 
His physique was magnificent. He had a heavy, 
rather underhung face—a cnide face, 1 called it to 
myself. The piercing blue of his eyes wa«5 the most 
noticeable thing about him. 
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“ See here," he said. " I came round to bring little 
Miss Buckley a handful of tomatoes and a cucumber. 
That man of hers is no good—^bone idle—doesn't 
grow a thing. Lazy hound. Mother and I—^why, it 
makes us mad, and we feel it's only neighbourly to do 
what we can I We've got a lot more tomatoes than 
we can eat. Neighbours should be matey, don't you 
think ? I came in, as usual, through the window and 
dumped the basket down. I was just going off again 
when I heard footsteps and men's voices overhead. 
That struck me as odd. We don't deal much in 
burglars round here—but after all it was possible. I 
thought I'd just make sure everything was all right. 
Then I met you two on the stairs coming down. It 
gave me a bit of a surprise. And now you tell me 
you're a bonza detective. What's it all about ? " 

" It is very simple," said Poirot, smiling. " Made¬ 
moiselle had a rather alarming experience the other 
night. A picture fell above her bed. She may have 
told you of it ? " 

" She did. A mighty fine escape." 

" To make all secure 1 promised to bring her some 
special chain—it will not do to repeat the occur¬ 
rence, eh ? She tells me she is going out this morning, 
but I may come and measure what amount of chain 
will be needed. VoilcL —it is simple." 

He flung out his hands with a childlike simplicity 
and his most engaging smile. 

Crofi drew a deep jreath. 

" So that's all it is ? " 

" Yes—you have had the scare for nothing. We 
are very law-abiding citizens, my friend and I." 
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“ Didn’t I see you yesterday ? ” said Croft, slowly. 
“ Yesterday evening it was. You passed our little 
place.” 

“ Ah I yes, were working in the garden and 
were so polite as to say good-afternoon when we 
passed.” 

“ That’s right. Well—^well. And you’re the 
Monsieur Hercule Poirot I’ve heard so much about. 
Tell me, are you busy, Mr. Poirot ? Because if not, 
I wish you d come back with me now—^liave a cup 
of morning tea, Australian fashion, and meet my old 
lady. She’s read all about you in the new’spapers.” 

“You are too kind, M. Croft. We have nothing 
to do and shall be delighted.” 

“ That’s fine,” 

“You have the measurements correctly, 
Hastings ? ” asked Poirot, turning to me. 

I assured him that I hdd the measurements 
correctly, and we accompanied our new friend. 

Croft was a talker; we soon realised that. He told 
us of his home near Melbourne, of his early struggles, 
of his meeting with his wife, of their combined efforts 
and of his final good fortune and success. 

“ Right away we made up our minds to travel,” 
he said. “ We’d always wanted to come to the old 
country: Well, we did. We came down to this part 
of the world—^tried to look up some of my wife’s 
people—^they came from round about here. But we 
couldn’t trace any of them. Then we took a trip on 
the Continent—Paris, Rome, the Italian Lakes, 
Florence—all those places. It was whi’'^ we were 
in Italy that we had the train accident. My poor 
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wife was badly smashed up. Cruel, wasn’t it ? I’ve 
taken her to the best doctors and they all say the 
same—^there's nothing for it but time—time and 
lying up. It's an injury to the spine.” 

** What a misfortune ! ” 

” Hard luck, isn’t it ? WeH, there it was. And 
she’d only got one kind of fancy—^to come down here. 
She kind of felt if we had a lit tie place of our own— 
something small—it would make all the difference. 
We saw a lot of messy-looking shacks, and then by 
good luck we found this. Nice and quiet and tucked 
away—no cars passing, or gramophones next door. 
I took it right away.” 

With the last words we had come to the lodge 
itself. He sen! his voice echoing forth in a loud 
” Cooee,” to which came an answering ” Cooce.” 

” Come in,” said Mr. Croft. He passed through 
the open door and up' the short flight of stairs to a 
pleasant bedroom. There, on a sofa, was a stout 
middle-aged woman with pretty grey hair and a 
very sweet smile. 

“ Who do you think this is, mother ? ” said Mr. 
Croft. ” The extra-special, world-celebrated de¬ 
tective, Mr. Kercule Poirot. I brought him right 
along to have a chat with you.” 

” If that isn't too exciting' for words,” cried Mrs. 
Croft, shaking Poirot warmly by the hand. ” Read 
about that Blue Trail} business, I did, and you just 
happening to be on iv:, and a lot about your other 
cases. Since this trouble with my back, I’ve read all 
the detective stories that ever were, I should think. 
Nothing else seems to pass the time away so quick. 
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Bert, dear, call out to Edith to bring the tea 
along/* 

“ Right you are, mother/* 

“ She's a kind of nurse attendant, Edith is,** Mrs. 
Croft explained. “ She comes along each morning 
to fix me up. We*re not bothering with servants. 
Bcn/s as good a cook and a house-parlourman as 
you’d find anywhere, and it gives him occupation— 
that and the garden.** 

“ Here we are,** cried Mr. Croft, reappearing with 
a tray. Here’s the tea. This is a great day in our 
lives, mother.** 

“ I suppose you're staying down here, Mr. Poirot?** 
Mrs. Croft asked, as she leaned over a little and 
wielded the tea-pot. 

“ Why, yes, Madame, I take the holiday.** 

But surely I read that you had retired-—that 
you’d taken a holiday for good and all.'* 

“ 'All! Madame, you must not believe everything 
you read in the papers.*' 

Well, that's true enough. So you still carry on 
business ? ** 

“ When I find a case that interests me." 

“ Sure you’re not down here on work ? ** inquired 
Mr. Croft, shrewdly. “ Calling it a holiday might be 
all part‘of the game.** 

*‘‘You mustn’t ask him embarrassing questions, 
Bert," said Mrs. Croft. " Or he won’t come again. 
We’re simple people, Mr. Poirot, and you're giving 
us a great treat coming hero to-day—you and your 
friend. You really don't know the pleabt^re you’re 
giving us." 
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She was so natural and so frank in her gratifi¬ 
cation that my heart quite warmed to her. 

“ That was a bad business about that picture," 
said Mr. Croft. 

" That poor little girl might have been killed," 
said Mrs. Croft, with deep feeling. " She is a live 
wdre. Livens the place up when she comes down here. 
Not much liked in the neighbourhood, so I've heard. 
But that’s the way in these stuck English places. 
They don’t like life and gaiety in a girl. I don’t 
wonder she doesn’t spend much time down here, 
and that long-nosed cousin of hers has no more 
chance of persuading her to settle down here for 
good and all than—than—^well, I don’t know what.’* 

** Don’t gossip, Milly," said her husband. 

*‘ Aha I" said Poirot. ** The wind is in that 
quarter. Trust the instinct of Madame I So M. 
Charles Vyse is hi love with our little friend ? " 

" He’s silly about he^," said Mrs. Croft. ** But 
she won’t marry a country lawyer. And I don’t 
blame her. He’s a poor .stick, anyway. I’d like her 
to marry that nice sailor—^what's his name, Chal¬ 
lenger. Many a smart marriage might be worse than 
that. He's older than she is, hut what of that ? 
Steadying—^that’s what she needs. Flying about all 
o'«^er the place, the Continent even, all alone' dr with 
that queer-looking Mrs. Rice. She's a sweet girl, 
Mr. Poirot—I know that well enough. But I'm 
worried about her. bhe's looked none too happy 
lately. She's had what I call a Jiaunted kind of look. 
And it wev*ries me I I’ve got my reasons for being 
interested in that girl, haven't I, Bert ? " 
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Mr. Croft got up from his chair rather suddenly, 

“ No need to go into that, Milly,"' he said. I 
wonder, Mr. Poirot, if you'd care to see some snap¬ 
shots of Australia ? 

The rest of our visit passed uneventfully. Ten 
minutes later we took our leave. 

" Nice people," I said. “ So simple and un¬ 
assuming. Typical Australians." 

" You liked them ? " 

“ Didn't you ? " 

" They were very pleasant—very friendly." 

" Well, what is it, then ? There's something, I can 
see." 

“ They were, perhaps, just a shade too ' typical,* ** 
said Poirot, thoughtfully. “ That cry of Cooee— 
that insistence on showing us snapshots—was it not 
playing a part just a little too thoroughly ? " 

" What a suspicious old dA^il you are I " 

"You are right, mon af^i. 1 am suspicious of 
everyone—of everything. I am afraid, Hastings— 
afraid." 



CHAPTER VI 


A CALL UPON MR. VYSE 

Poirot cliinfc ru jdy to the Contincntol breakfast. To 
see me consiimiri-i; and bacoTi upset and dis¬ 
tressed him—so he always said. Consequently he 
breakfasted in bed upon coflee and rolls and I was 
free to start the dny with the traditional English¬ 
man’s breakfast of bacon and eggs and marmalade. 

I looked into his room on Monday morning as I 
went downstairs. He was sitting up in bed arrayed 
in a very marvellous dressing-gown. 

“ Bon jour, Hastings. I was just about to ring. 
This note that I have vrritten, will you be so good as 
to get it taken over to End House and delivered to 
Mademoiselle at once.’’ 

I held out my hand for it. Poirot looked at me 
and sighed. 

If only—h only, Hastings, you would part your 
hair in the middle instead of at the side 1 What a 
difference it would make to the symmetry of your 
appearance. And your moustache. If you must have 
a moustache, let it be a real moustache—a thing of 
beauty such as mine.'" » 

Repressing a shudder at the thought, I took the 
note finxly from Poirot’s hand and left the room. 

I had rejoined him in our sitting-room when word 

74 
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was sent up to say Miss Buckley had called. Poirot 
gave the order for her to be shown up. 

She came in gaily enough, but I fancied that the 
circles under her eyes were darker than usual. In 
her hand she held a telegram which she handed to 
Poirot. 

“ There," she said. " I hope that will please you! " 

Poirot read it aloud. 

" Arrive 5.30 to-day. Maggie.” 

” My nurse and guardian 1 ” said Nick. ” But 
you're wrong, you know. Maggie's got no kind of 
brains. 'Good works is about all she's fit for. That 
and never seeing the point of jokes. Freddie would 
be ten times better at spotting hidden assassins. 
And Jim Lazarus would be better still. I never feel 
one has got to the bottom of Jim.” 

” And the Commander Challenger ? ” 

• ” Oh I George I He'd nev/ir se« anything till it 
was under his nose. But he'^ let them have it when 
he did see. Very useful when it came to a show-down, 
George would be.” 

She tossed off her hat and went on : 

” I gave orders for the man you wrote about to be 
let in. It sounds mysterious. Is kc installing a 
dictaphone or something like that ? ” 

‘ Poirot shook his head. 

*'.No, n*o, nothing scientific. A very simple little 
matter of opinion. Mademoiselle. Something I wanted 
to know.'i 

“ Oh, well,” said Nick. “ It's all great fun, isn't 
it ? '' 

” Is it. Mademoiselle ? ” asked Poirot, gently. 
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She stood for a minute with her back to us, looking 
out of the window. Then she turned. All the brave 
defiance had gone out of her face. It was childishly 
twisted awry, as she struggled to keep back the 
tears. 

No,** she said. " It—it isn't, really. I*m afraid— 
I'm afraid. Hideously afraid. And I always thought 
I was brave." 

“ So you arc, mon enfant, so you are. Both Hast¬ 
ings and I, we have both admired your courage.** 

" Yes, indeed." I put in warmly. 

" No," said Nick, sliaking her head, " I*m not 
brave. It*s—it's the waiting. Wondering the whole 
time if anything more's going to happen. And how 
it'll happen ! And expecting it to happen." 

"Yes, yes—it is the strain." 

" Last night I pulled my bed out into the middle 
of the room. And I faLjtened my window and bolted 
my door. When I cam.^ here this morning, I came 
lound by the road. I couldn't—I simply couldn't 
come through the garden. It's as though my nerve 
had gone all of a sudden. It's this thing coming on 
top of everything else." 

" What do •you mean exactly by that. Made¬ 
moiselle ? On top of everything else ? " 

There was a momentary p: use before she replied. 

" I don't mean anything particular. What .the 
newspapers call' the strain of modem life,’ I suppose. 
Too many cocktails, too many cigarettes—all that 
sort of thing. - It's just that I've got into a ridiculous 
—sort of^of state." 

She had sunk into a chair and was sitting there, her 
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small lingers curling and uncurling themselves 
nervously. 

“ You are noi being frank with me, Mademoiselle. 
There is something.” 

” There isn't—there really isn't.” 

" There is something you have not told 
me. 

” I've told you every single smallest thing.” 

She spoke sincerely and earnestly. 

“ About these accidents—about the attacks upon 
you, yes.” 

” W<?11—then ? ” 

” But you have not told me everything that is in 
your heart—in your life. ...” 

Slie said slowly: 

” Can anyone do that. . . . ? ” 

” Ah ! then,” said Pokot, with triumph. ” You 
• admit it 1 ” 

She shook her head. H/ watched her keenly. 

” Perhaps,” he suggested, shrewdly. “It is not 
your secret ? ” 

I thought I saw a momentary flicker of her eyelids. 
But almost immediately she jumped up. 

“ Really and truly, M. Poirot, I'vif told you every 
single thing I know about this stupid business. If 
you think I know something about someone else,^or 
have suspicions, you are wrong. It's having no sus¬ 
picions that's driving me maji I Because I'm not a 
fool. I c^n see that if those ' accidents' weren't 
accidents, they»must have been engineered by some¬ 
body very near at hand—somebody who—y^nows me. 
And that's what is so awful. Because I haven't the 
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least idea—not the very least—who that somebody 
niir^dit be/' 

She went over once more to the window and stood 
looking out. Poirot signed to me not to speak. I 
think he was hoping for some further revelation, now 
that the girl's self-control had broken down. 

Wlien she spoke, it was in a different tone of voice, 
a dreamy far-away voice. 

“ Do you know a queer wish I've always had ? 1 
love End House. I've always wanted to produce a 
play there. It's got an—an atmosphere of drama 
about it. I've seen all sorts of plays staged there in 
my mind. And now it's as though a drama were 
being acted there. Only I'm not producing it . . . 
I'm in it! I'm right in it! I am, perhaps, the person 
who—-dies in the first act." 

Her voice broke. 

" Now, now, Made]?noiselle." Poirot's voice was 
resolutely brisk and cheerful. “ This will not do. 
This is the hysteria." 

She turned and looked at him sharply. 

" Did Freddie tell you I was hysterical ? " she 
asked. " She says I am, sometimes. But you mustn't 
always believe >what Freddie says. There are times, 
you know, when—^when she isn't quite herself." 

There was a pause, thentPoirot asked a totally 
irrelevant question: 

" Tell me. Mademoiselle," he said. ‘‘ Have you 
ever received an offer for End House ? 

" To sell it, do you mean ? " 

" That,is what I meant." 

No." 
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“ Would you consider selling it if you got a good 
offer ? ” 

Nick considered for a moment. 

“ No, I don’t think so. Not, I mean, unless it was 
such a ridiculously good offer that it would be per¬ 
fectly foolish not to." 

“ Prdcis^ment” 

“ I don’t want to sell it, you know, because I’m 
fond of it." 

" Quite so. I understand." 

Nick moved slowly towards the door. 

" By* the way, there are fireworks to-night. Will 
you come ? Dinner at eight o’clock. The fireworks 
begin at nine-thirty. You can see them splendidly 
from the garden where it overlooks the harbour." 

" I shall be enchanted." 

" Both of you, of course," said Nick. 

" Many thanks," I said. 

"^Nothing like a party ic/r reviving the drooping 
spirits," remarked Nick. And with a little laugh she 
went out. 

“ Pauvre enfant,*' said P*birot. 

He reached for his hat and carefully flicked an 
infinitesimal speck of dust from its Surface, 

" We are going out ? " I asked. 

**Mats oui, we ha\»e legal business to transact, 
fJtbn ami^' 

" Of course. I understand.^" 

" One pf your brilliant mentality could not fail 
to do so, Hastings." 

The offices of Messrs. Vyse, Trevannior^& Wyn- 
nard were situated in the main street of the town. 
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We mounted the stairs to the first floor and entered 
a room where three eL.rks wort' b\:sily writing. 
Poirot asked to .m-'c Mr. Charles 

A clerk murmured a lew words ^jowu a telephone, 
received, apparently, an affirmative reply, and re¬ 
marking that Mr. Vj^se would see us now, he led us 
across the passage, tapped on a door and stood aside 
for us to pass in. 

From behind a large desk covered with legal 
papers, Mr. Vyse rose up to greet us. 

He was a tall young man, rather pale, with im¬ 
passive features. He was going a little bald dn either 
temple and woj e glasses. His colouring was fair and 
indeterminate. 

Poirot had come prepared for the encounter. 
Fortunately he had with him an agreement, as yet 
unsigned, and on some technical points in connection 
with this, he wanted .vir. Vyse*s advice. 

Mr. Vyse, speaking earefuliy and correctly, was 
soon able to allay Poirot's alleged doubts, and to 
clear up some obscure points of the wording. 

I am very much obliged to you/' murmured 
Poirot. “ As a foreigner, you comprehend, these 
legal matters and phrasing are most difficult." 

It was then that Mr. Vyse asked who had sent 
Poirot to him. » 

" Miss Buckley," said Poirot, promptly. " Your 
cousin, is she not ? A. most charming young lady. I 
happened to mention that I was in perplexity and 
she told me to come to you. I tried to see you on 
Saturdapmoming—^about half-past twelve—^but you 
were out," 



PERIL AT END HOUSE 8i 

'* Yes, I remember. I left early on Saturday." 

'* Mademoiselle your cousin must find that large 
house very lonely ? She lives there alone, I under¬ 
stand.” 

” Quite so." 

" Tell me, Mr. Vyse, if I may ask, is there any 
chance of that property being in the market ? " 

" Not the least, I should say.” 

" You understand, I do not ask idly. I have a 
reason I I am in search, myself, of just such a pro¬ 
perty. The climate of St. Loo enchants me. It is 
true that the house appears to be in bad repair, 
there has not been, I gather, much money to spend 
upon it. Under those circumstances, is it not possible 
that Mademoiselle would consider an offer ? " 

" Not the least likelihood of it.” Charles Vy^e 
shook his head with the utmost decision. " My 
cousin is absolutely devoted io tha place. Nothing 
Vould induce her to sell, I l^ow. It is, you under¬ 
stand, a family place.” 

” I comprehend that, but-" 

" It is absolutely out of the question. I know my 
cousin. She has a fanatical devotion to the house.” 

A few minutes later we were out* in the street 
again. 

^ Well, my friend,” said Poirot. " And what im¬ 
pression did this M. Charles Vyse make upon you ? " 
r considered. , 

” A very negative one,” I said at last. “ He is a 
curiously negative person.” 

Not a strong personality, you would s '^y ? ” 

” No, indeed. The kind of man you would never 
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remember on meeting him again. A mediocre 
person." 

" His appearance is certainly not striking. Did you 
notice any discrepancy in the course of our conver¬ 
sation with him ? " 

" Yes," I said slowty, " I did. With regard to the 
selling of End House." 

" Exactly. Would you have described Made¬ 
moiselle Buckley's attitude towards End House as 
one of ' fanatical devotion ' ? " 

" It is a very strong term." 

" Yes—and Mr. Vyse is not given to using strong 
terms. His normal attitude—a legal attitude—is to 
under, rather than over, state. Yet he says that 
Mademoiselle has a fanatical devotion to the home 
of her ancestors." 

" She did not convey that impression this morn¬ 
ing,” I said. " She s^oke about it very sensibly, I 
thought. She's obviou^y fond of the place—jr^st as 
anyone in her position would be—^but certainly 
nothing more." 

" So, in fact, one of the two is lying," said Poirot, 
thoughtfully. 

" One woulA not suspect Vyse of lying." 

" Clearly a great asset if one has any lying to do," 
remarked Poirot. "Yes, he* has quite the air* Of 
a George Washington, that one. Did you notice 
another thing, Hastilygs ? " 

" What was that ? " 

** He was “not in his office at half-past twelve on 
Saturday^” 



CHAPTER Vir 


TRAGEDY 

The first person we saw when wc arrived at End 
I louse that evening was Nick. She was dancing about 
the hall wrapped in a marvellous kimono covered 
with dragons. 

Oh 1 it's only you ! ” 

Mademoiselle—I am desolated I 
I know. It did sound rude. But you see, I’m 
waiting for my dress to arrive. They promised—the 
brutes—promised faithfully 1 ” 

" Ah 1 if it is a matter o'J la toilette I There is a 
dance to-night, is there noi ? ” 

" Yes. We are all going on to it after the fireworks. 
That is, I suppose we are.'\ 

There was a sudden drop in her voice. But the 
next minute she was laughing. 

Never give in I That’s my motto. Don’t think 
of trouble and trouble won’t come 1 I’ve got my 
nerve back to-night. I*m going to be gay and enj©y 
myself.” 

There was a footfall on thi stairs. Nick turned. 
” Oh 1 iiere’s Maggie. Maggie, here are the sleuths 
Uiat are protecting me from the secret assassin. Take 
them into the drawing-room and let them»tell you 
about it.” 

8 ^ 
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In turn we shook hands with M*iggie Bncldcy, and, 
as requested, she took us inlo the drawing-room. I 
formed an immediate favourable oj'inion of her. 

It was, I think, her appearance of calm good sense 
that so attracted me. A quiet girl, pretty in the old- 
fashioned sense—certainly not smart. Her face was 
innocent of make-up and she wore a sirnjde, rather 
shabby, black evening dress. She had frank blue 
eyes, and a pleasant slow voice. 

“ Nick has been telling me the most amazing 


things,*' she said. 


** Suredy she must be exaggerating ? 


Wlio ever would want :o hami Nick ? She can't have 


an eiiernv in the world." 

Incredulity showed strongly in her voice. She was 
looking at Poirot in a somewhat unflattering fashion. 
I realised that to a girl like Maggie Buckley, 
foreigners were always suspicious. 

" Ncvorlhcles^, MisP Buckley, I assure you thart 
it is the truth," said Poirot quietly. 

She made no reply, but her face remained un¬ 
believing. 

"Nick seems quite fey to-night," she remarked. 
" I don't know what’s the matter with her. She 
seems in the wildest spirits." 

That word—^fey 1 It sent a shiver through me. 
Also, something in the intonation of her voice Iftd 
set me wondering. 

" Are you Scotch; Miss Buckley ? " I asked, 
abruptly. 

" My mother was Scottish," she'explained. 

She viiwcd me, I noticed with more approval than 
she viewed Poirot. I felt that niy statement of the 



PERIL AT END HOUSE 85 

case would carry more weight with her than Poirot's 
would. 

“ Your cousin is behaving with great bravery,” I 
said. ” She's determined to carry on as usual.” 

” It's the only way, isn't it ? ” said Maggie. ” I 
mean—whatever one's inward feelings are—it is 
no good making a fuss about them. That's only 
uncomfortable for everyone else.” She paused and 
then added in a soft voice. “ I’m very fond of Nick. 
She's been very good to me always.” 

We could say nothing more for at that moment 
Frederica Rice drifted into the room. She was wear¬ 
ing a gown of Madonna blue and looked very fragile 
and ethereal. Lazarus soon followed her and then 
Nick danced in. She was wearing a black frock, and 
round her was wrapped a marvellous old Chinese 
shawl of vivid lacquer red. 

Hello, people,” she said. Cocldails ? ” 

We*all drank, and Lazarus'raised his glass to her. 

” That's a marvellous shawl, Nick,” he said. ” It's 
an old one, isn't it ? ” » 

” Yes—^brought back by Great-Great-Great-Uncle 
Timothy from his travels.” 

” It's a beauty—a real beauty. You wouldn't 
find another to match it if you tried.” 

”'.It's warm,” said Nick. ” It'll be nice when weT5 
watching the fireworks. And it's gay. I—I hate 
black.” 

” Yes,” 9?iid Frederica. ” I don't believe I've ever 
soon you in a black dress before, Nick. Why did you 
get it ? ” * 

” Oh I I don't know.” The girl flung aside with a 
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petulant gesture, but I had caught a curious curl of 
her lips as though of pain. “ Why does one do 
anything ? ” 

We went into dinner. Amysteiiousmanservant 
had appeared—hired, I presume, for the occasion. 
The food was indifferent. The champagne, on the 
other hand, was good. 

“ George hasn't turned up," said Nick. " A 
nuisance his having to go back to Plymouth last 
night. He'll get over this evening sometime or other, 
I expect. In time for the dance, anyway. I've got a 
man for Maggie. Presentable, if not passionately 
interesting." 

A faint roaring sound drifted in through the 
window. 

" Oh ! curse that speedboat," said Lazarus. " I 
get so tired of it." 

" That's not the speedboat," said Nick. " That's 
a seaplane." 

" I believe you're right." 

" Of course I'm right. The sound's quite different." 

" When are you going to get your Moth, Nick ? ” 

" When I ran raise the money," laughed Nick. 

" And then, I suppose, you'll be off to Australia 
like that girl—what's her name ? " 

" I'd love to-" * 

" I admire her enormously," said Mrs. Rice, in her 
tired voice. " Whdt marvellous nerve I All by 

herself too." 

• *• 

" I admire all these flying people," said Lazarus. 
" If Mfchael Seton had succeeded in his flight round 
the world he'd have been the hero of the day—^and 
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rightly so. A thousand pities he's come to grief. 
He's the kind of man England can't afford to lose." 

" He may still be all right," said Nick. 

" Hardly. It's a thousand to one against by now. 
Poor Mad Seton." 

" They alwajrs called him Mad Seton, didn't 
they ? " asked Frederica. 

Lazarus nodded, 

" He comes of rather a mad family," he said. " His 
uncle. Sir Matthew Seton who died about a week ago 
—^he was as mad as a hatter." 

" He 'was the mad millionaire who ran bird 
..sanctuaries, wasn’t he ? ” asked Frederica. 

" Yes. Used to buy up islands. He was a great 
woman-hater. Some girl chucked him once, I believe, 
and he took to Natural History by way of consoling 
himself." 

. " Wliy do you say Michael petonris dead ? " per¬ 
sisted, Nick. " I don't see any reason for giving up 
hope—^yet ? " 

" Of course, you knew him, didn't you ? " said 
Lazarus. " I forgot." 

“ Freddie and I met him at Le Touquet last year," 
said Nick. " He was too marveUou^, wasn't he, 
Freddie ? ” 

Don’t ask me, darliag. He was your conquest*, 
not mine. He took you up once, didn't he ? " 

" Yes—at Scarborough. 14 was simply too 
wonderful.'J 

" Have you done any flying. Captain Hastiiigs ? " 
Maggie asked of me in poHte conversational 
tones. 
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I had to confess that a trip to Paris and back was 
the extent of niy acquaintance wilh air travel. 

Suddenly, with an exclamation, Nick sprang u]). 

“ There's the telephone. Don't wait for me. It's 
getting late. And I've asked lots of people." 

She left the room. I glanced at my watch. It was 
just nine o'clock. Dessert was brought, and port. 
Poirot and Lazarus were talking Art. Pictures. 
Lazarus was saying, were a great drug in tlie market 
just now. They went on to discuss new ideas in 
furniture and decoration. 

I endeavoured to do my duty by talking to Maggie 
Buckley, but I had to admit that the girl was heavy 
in hand. She answered pleasantly, but without 
throvnng the ball back. It was uphill work. 

Frederica Rice sat dre9.mily silent, her elbows on 
the table and the smoke from her cigarette curling 
round her fair head.vShe looked like a meditative 
angel. 

It ’was just twenty past nine when Nick put hei 
head round the door.^ 

" Come out of it, all of you I The animals are 
coming in two by two." 

We rose T)bediently. Nick was busy greeting 
arrivals. About a dozen people had been asked. 
Most of them were rathe» uninteresting; Nick', I 
noticed, made a good hostess. She sunk her 
modernisms and made everyone welcome in an old- 
fashioned way. Among the guests I noticed Charles 
Vyse. 

Presently we all moved out into the garden to a 
place overlooking the sea and the harbour. A few 
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chairs had been placed there for the ekierJy people, 
but most of us stood. The first rocket flamed to 
Heaven. 

At that moment I heard a loud familiar voice, and 
turned my head to see Nick greeting Mr. Croft. 

“ It's too bad,** she was saying, " that Mrs. Croft 
can't be here too. We ought to have carried her on a 
stretcher or something.** 

“ It*s bad luck on poor mother altogether. But she 
never complains—that woman's got the sweetest 
nature—Ha 1 that’s a good one." This as a shower 
of goldeh rain showed up in the sky. 

The night was a dark one—there was no moon— 
the new moon being due in three days* time. It was 
also, like most summer evenings, cold. Maggie 
Buckley, who was next me, shivered. 

" I’ll just run in and get a coat,” she murmured. 

. " Let me." 

" No, you wouldn’t know where to find it." 

She turned towards the house. At that moment 
Frederica Rice's voice called^: 

"Oh, Maggie, get mine too. It's in my room." 

" She didn't hear," said Nick. " I’ll get it, Freddie. 
I want my fur one—this shawl isnt nearly hot 
enough. It's this wind." 

There was, indeed, a r#harp breeze blowing off the 
sea. . 

Some set pieces started down on the quay. I fell 
into conversation with an elderly young lady stand¬ 
ing next me who put me through a rigorous catechism 
as to life, career, tastes and probable ler>gth of 
stay. 
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Bang ! A shower of green stars filled the sky. 
They changed to blue, then red, then silver. 

Another and yet another. 

" ' Oh 1 ' and then ' Ah I' that is what one says/' 
observed Poirot suddenly close to my ear. ** At the 
end it becomes monotonous, do you not find ? Brrrr I 
The grass, it is damp to the feet ! I shall suffer for 
this—a chill. And no possibility of obtaining a 
proper tisane 1 ” 

“ A chill ? On a lovely night like this ? " 

“ A lovely night 1 A lovely night! You say that, 
because the rain it does not pour down in sheets 1 
Always when the rain does not fall, it is a lovely night. 
But I tell you, my friend, if there were a little 
thermometer to consult you would see.” 

” Well,” I admitted. ” I wouldn't mind putting on 
a coat myself.” 

“You are veiy senjjible. You have come from a 
hot climate.” 

“ I’ll bring yours.” 

Poirot lifted first one, then the other foot from the 
ground with a cat-like motion. 

“ It is the dampness of the feet I fear. Would it, 
think you, b't; possible to lay the hands on a pair 
of goloshes ? ” 

I repressed a smile. 

“ Not a hope,” I said. “ You understand, Poirot, 
that it is no longer dpone.” 

“ Then I shall sit in the house,” he declared. “ Just 
for the Guy'Fawkes show, shall I want only enrhtmef 
myself»»? And calch, perhaps, a fluxion depoitrine ? ” 

Poirot still murmuring indignantly, we bent our 
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footsteps towards the house. Loud clapping drifted 
up to us from the quay below where another set piece 
was being shown—a ship, I believe, with Welcome to 
Our Visitors displayed across it. 

“ We are all children at heart," said Poirot, 
thoughtfully. " Les Feus D'Artifices, the party, the 
games with balls—^yes, and even the conjurer, the 
man who deceives the eye, however carefully it 
watches— mais qu'est ce que vous avez ? " 

I had caught him by the arm, and was clutching 
him with one hand, while with the other I pointed. 

We w^re within a hundred yards of the house, and 
just in front oi us, between us and the open French 
window, there lay a huddled figure wrapped m a 
scarlet Chinese shawl. . , , 

" Mon Dieu ! ” whispered Poirot. " Mon Dieu . 



CHAPTER Vni 


THE FVFAL SUAVsL 


I SUPPOSE iL was not more thon forty seconds that we 
stood there, frozen with tiorror, nnr.blo to move, but 
it seemed like an hour. Then Foirot moved forward, 
shaking off my hand. He moved stiffly like an auto¬ 
maton. 

** It lias ha.ppened,*' he murmured, and I can 
hardly describe the anguished bitterm’ss of his voice. 

In spite of eveiy thing—in spite of my precautions, 
it lias happened. Ah ! miserable criminal that I am, 
why did I not guard her better. I should have fore¬ 
seen—yes—I should have foreseen. Not for one 
instant should I have left her side." 

“ You mustn't blajne yourself," I said. 

My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth, and I 
could hardlv articulate. 

Poirot only responded with a sorrowful shake of 
his head. He knelt down by the body. 

** And at that moment wei received a second shock. 

For Nick's voice rang out, clear and gay,-and a 
moment later Nick 5 appeared in the square of the 
window silhouetted against the lighted room behind. 

" Sorry' I've been so long, Maggie," she said. 
" BuV-" 

Then she broke off—staring at the scene before her, 

92 
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With a sharp exclamation, Poirot turned over the 
body on the lawn and I pressed forward to see. 

I looked down into the dead face of Maggie Buckley. 

In another minute Nick was beside us. She gave 
a sharp cry. 

" Maggie—oh I Maggie—it—it can't-" 

Poirot, was still examining the girl's body. At last 
very slowly he rose to his feet. 

“ Is she—is-" Nick's voice broke off." 

" Yes, Mademoiselle. She is dead." 

" But why ? But why ? Who coitld have wanted 
to kill kef}** 

Poirot's reply came quickly and firmly. 

" It was not her they meant to kill. Mademoiselle ! 
It was you ! They were misled by the shawl." 

A great cry broke from Nick. 

" ^^y couldn't it have been me ? " she wailed. 
" Oh 1 why couldn't it have been me ? I'd so much 
rather^ I don't want to live -wowy. I'd be glad— 
willing—happy—to die." 

She flung up her arms wildly and then staggered 
slightly. I passed an arm round her quickly to 
support her. 

" Take her into the house, Hastings,"'said Poirot. 

Then ring up the police." 

" The police ? " , 

“ Mats out \ Tell them someone has been shot. 
\nd afterwards stay with Mademoiselle Nick. On no 
iccount leav^ her.*' 

f nodded comprehension of these instnictions, and 
upporting thehalf-faint ing girl. nv t de my v/a y tlna^ugh 
he drawing-room window. I la id the girl on the sofa 
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there, with a cushion under her head, and then hurried 
out into the hall in search of the telephone. 

I gave a slight start on almost running into Ellen. 
She was standing there with a most peculiar ex¬ 
pression on her meek, respectable face. Her eyes 
were glittering and she was passing her tongue re¬ 
peatedly over her dry lips. Her hands were trembling, 
as though with excitement. As soon as she saw me, 
she spoke, 

'* Has—^has anything happened, sir ? " 

“ Yes,'* I said curtly. “ Where's the telephone ? " 
Nothing—nothing wrong, sir ? " 

“ There's been an accident," I said evasively. 
“ Somebody hurt. I must telephone." 

" Who has been hurt, sir ? " 

There was a positive eagerness in her face. 

" Miss Buckley. Miss Maggie Buckley." 

" Miss Maggie ? Miss Maggie ? Are you sure, sir 
—I mean arc vou sure that—that it's Miss Maggie ? '■' 
" I'm quite sure," I said. " Why ? " 

" Oh 1 —nothing. I—I thought it might be one of 
the other ladies. I thought perhaps it might be— 
Mrs. Rice." 

" Look here," I said. " Where's the telephone ? " 
'* It's in the little room here, sir." She opened the 
fioor for me and indicatecj the instrument. 

" Thanks,” I said. And, as she seemed disposed to 
linger, I added: "That's all I want, thank you." 

" If you want Dr. Graham-" , 

" No, no," I said. " That's all.* Go, please." 
Sh«^withdrew reluctantly, as slowly as she dared. 
In all probability she would listen outside the door. 
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but I could not help that. After all, she would soon 
know all there was to be known. 

I got the police station and made my report. 
Then, on my own initiative, I rang up the Dr. 
Graham Ellen had mentioned. I found his number 
in the book. Nick, at any rate, should have medical 
attenlioj^ I felt—even though a doctor could do 
nothing fdf that poor girl lying out there. He 
promised to come at once and I hung up the receiver 
and came out into the hall again. 

If Ellen had been listening outside the door she had 
managed to disappear very swiftly. There was no one 
in sight when I came out. I went back into the 
drawing-room. Nick was trying to sit up. 

' ‘ Do you think—could you get me—some brandy ? * * 

“ Of course." 

I hurried into the dining-room, found what I 
wanted and came back. A few sips .of the spirit re¬ 
vived,the girl. The colour began to come back into 
her checks. I rearranged the cushion for her head. 

“ It*s all—so awful." She shivered. " Everything 
—everywhere." ^ 

" I know, my dear, I know." 

" No, vou don't I You can't And i#’s all such a 
waste. If it only were me. It would be all over. . . ." 

“ You mustn't," I said, “ be morbid." 

She.only shook her head, reiterating : " You don't 
know 1 You don't know 1 " 

Then, suddenly, she began to cry. A quiet, hopeless 
sobbing like a child. That, I thought, was probably 
the best thing for her, so I made no effort to stem her 
,tears. 


D 
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When their first violence had died down a little, I 
stole across to the window and looked out. I had 
heard an outcry of voices a few minutes before. 
They were all there by now, a semi-circle round the 
scene of the tragedy, with Poirot like a fantastical 
sentinel, keeping them back. 

As I watched, two uniformed figures camff'Striding 
across the grass. The police had arrived. 

I went quietly back to my place by the sofa. Nick 
lifted her tear-stained face. 

" Oughtn't I to be doing something ? ** 

‘'No, my dear. Poirot will see toil. Leave it to him." 

Nick was silent for a minute or two, then she said: 

" Poor Maggie. Poor dear old Maggie. Such a 
good sort who never harmed a soul in her life. That 
this should happen to her, I feel as though I'd killed, 
her—^bringing her down in the way that I did." 

I shook my head sadly. How little one can foresee 
the fut\!re. When Poirot insisted on Nick’s inviting 
a friend, how little did he think that he was signing 
an unknown girl's death warrant. 

We sat in silence. I longed to know wrhat w^as going 
on outside, but I loyally fulfilled Poirot's instructions 
and stuck to my post. 

It seemed hours later when the door opened and 
Poirot and a police inspector^ entered the room. With 
them came a man who was evidently Dr. Graham. 
He came over at once to Nick. 

“ And how are you feeling, Miss Bnck’cy ? This 
must have been a terrible shock." His fingers were 
on her pulse. " Not too bad." 

He turned to me. 
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“ Has she had anything ? ” 

Some brandy,*' I said. 

I'm all right," said Nick, bravely. 

** Able to answer a lew questions, eh ? ” 

“ Oi cour/e." 

'l iie police inspector moved forward with a pre¬ 
liminary cough, Nick greeted him with the ghost 
of a smile." 


“ Not impeding the traffic this time," she said. 
I gathered they were not strangers to each other. 
" This is a terrible busine ss, Miss Buckley," said 
the insiD^ctor. “ I'm very sorry about it. Now Mr. 
Poirot here, whose name I'm verj^ familiar with (and 
proud we are to have him with us. I'm sure), tells me 
that to the best of his belief you were shot at in the 
grounds of the Majestic Hotel the other morning ? " 
Nick nodded. 


• " I thought it was just a wasp,i' she explained. 
•" Buk it wasn't." 

" And you'd had some rather peculiar accidents 
before that ? " 


" Yes—^at least it was odd tfleir happening so close 
together." 

She gave a brief account of the various circum¬ 
stances. 

Just-so. Now how came it that your cousin was 
wearing your shawl to-hight ? " 

"We came in to fetch her#coat—it was rather 


cold watc|jing the fireworks. I flung off the shawl on 
the sofa here. Then I went upstairs and put on the 
coat I'm wearing now— a light nutria one. I ?dso got 
a wrap for my friend Mrs. Rice out of her room. 
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There it is on the floor by the wintlow. Then Maggie 
called out that she couldn't find her coat. I said it 
must be downstairs. She went down and called up 
she still couldn't find it. I said it must have been 
left in the car—it was a tweed coat she was looking 
for—she hasn't got an evening furry one—^anvl I said 
I'd bring her down something of mine. But ^e said 
it didn't matter—she'd take my shaw^l ii" I didn't 
want it. And I said of course but would that be 
enough ? And she said Oh, yes, because she really 
didn't feel it particularly cold after Yorkshire. She 
just wanted something. And I said all right, I'd be 

out in a minute. And when I did—did come out-" 

She slopped, her voice breaking. . . . 

** Now, don’t distress yourself. Miss Buckley. Just 
tell me tliis. Did you hear a shot—or two shots ? " 
Nick shook her head. 


No—only jyst the fireworks popping and the 
squibs going off.” 

” That's just it,” said the inspector. ” You'd never 
notice a shot with all that going on. It's no good 
asking you, I suppose; if you've any clue to who it is 
making these attacks upon you ? ” 

” I liaven'l the least idea,” said Nick. ” I can't 


imagine.” 

And you wouldn^t be likely to,” said the-in¬ 
spector. “ Some homicidal maniac—that’s what it 
looks like to me. Na^ty business. Well, I won’t need 
to ask you any more questions to-night, miss. I'm 
more sorry .about this than I can siay.” 

Dr. Graham stepped forward. 

” I'"ih going to suggest, Miss Buckley, that you 
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don't stay here. I*ve been talking it over with 
M. Poirot. I know of an excellent nursing home. 
You've had a shoe k, you know. What you need is 
complete rest-" 

Nk:k was n-U looking at him. Her eyes had gone 
to Poirot. 

" Is “it —because of the shock ? " she asked. 

Tie came forward. 

*' I want you to feel safe, mon enfant. And 1 want 
to feel, too, that you are safe. There will be a nurse 
there—a nice practical unimaginative nurse. She 
w'ill be near you all night. When you wake up and 
cry out—she will be there, close at hand. You 
understand ? " 

“ Yes,” said Nick, ” I understand. But don't. 
I’m not afraid any longer. I don't care one way or 
another. If any one wants to murder me, they can.” 

• ” Hush, hush,” I said. ” You're •over-strung.” 

” You don't know. None of vou know 1 ” 

” I really think M. Poirot's plan is a very good 
one,” the doctor broke in soothingly. ” I will take 
you in my car. And we will ^ve you a little some¬ 
thing to ensure a good night’s rest. Now what do 
you say ? ” ** 

” I don't mind,” said Nick^ ” Anything you like. 
It doesn't matter.” 

Poirot laid his hand on hers. 

“ I know. Mademoiselle. I know what you must 
feel. I staa?.d befop you ashamed and stricken to the 
heart. I, who promised protection, have not been 
able to protect. I have failed. I am a miserabl*^ But 
believe me. Mademoiselle, my heart is in agony 
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because of that failure. If you kri^’w what I am 
suffering you would forgive, I am sure” 

" That's all right," said Nick, still in the same dull 
voice. “ You mustn't blame yourself. I’m sure you 
did the best you could. Nobody could have helped 
it—or done more, I'm sure. Please don’t be un- 
Iiappy.” ^ ^ 

“ You are very generous, Mademoiselle." 

" No, I-" 

There was an intemiplion. The door fl'.w open and 
George Challenger mshed into the room. 

" What’s all this ? ’’ he cried. " I’ve ju5?t arrived. 
To find a pcliceman at the gate and a rumour that 
somebody’s dead. Wlvit is it all aoout ? For God’s 
sake, tell me. Is It- -is it—Nick ? " 

The anguish in his tone was dreadful to hear. I 
suddenly rcalisK d that Poirot and the doctor between 
them completely blotted out Nick from his sight. 

Before anyone had time to answer, he repeated 
his question. 

“ Tell me—it can’t be tnie—Nick isn't dead ? " 

" No, mon ami” •oaid Poirot, gently. " She is 
alive." 

And he dr6w back so that Challenger could see the 
little figure on the soffi. 

.For a moment or two Challenger stared at her 
incredulously. Then, staggering a little, like a 
drunken man, he miittercd : 

" Nick-Nick." 

And suddenly dropping on his''knees beside the 
sofa arid hiding his liead in his hands, he cried in a 
muffled voice: 
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“Niok—jny darling—I thought I iiuit you were 
drad/' 

Nick tried to sit up, 

" It's all right, George. Don't be an idiot. I'm 
quite safe." 

He raised his head and looked round wildly. 

" BkI somebody's dead ? The policeman said so." 

" Yes," said Nick. “ Maggie. Poor old Maggie. 
Oh 1-" 

A spasm twisted her face. The doctor and Poirot 
came forward. Graham helped her to her feet. He and 
Poirot, one on each side, helped her from the room. 

" The sooner you get to your bed the better," re¬ 
marked the doctor. " I'll take you along at once in 
my car. I've asked Mrs. Rico to pack a few things 
ready for you to take." 

They disappeared through the door. Challenger 
caught my arm. • 

■ “ Ijdon't understand. Where are they taking her? ’' 

I explained. 

" Oh 1 I see. Now, then, Hastings, for God's sake 
give me the hang of this thftig. What a ghastly 
tragedy I That poor girl." 

" Come and have a drink," I said.* " You're all 
to pieces." 

I don't mind if I do." 

We adjourned to the dining-room. 

" You see," he explained, ai he put away a stiff 
whisky aijd soda. " I thought it was Nick." 

There was very little doubt as to the feelings of 
Commander George Challenger. A more transoarent 
iover never lived. 



CHAPTER IX 


A. TO J. 

I DOUBT if I shall ever forget Ihe night thcit followed. 
Poirot was a prey to such an agony ef self-reproach 
that I was really alarmcti. Ceaselessly- he strode up 
and down the room heaping anatlionias oh his own 
head and deaf to my well-meant remonstrances. 

“ What it is to have loo good an opinion of onesdf. 
I am punished—yes, I am punished. I, Hcrciile 
Poirot. I was too sure of myself.” 

“ No, no,” I interpolated. 

” But who would imagine—^who could imagine— 
such unparalleled audacity ? I had taken, as T 
thoueht, all possible precautions. I had warned the 
murderer-” 

” Wamed the muiCierer ? ” 

“ Mals Old. I had drawn attention to myself. I 
had let him See that I suspected—someone. I had 
made it, or so I thought, too dangerous for him to 
dare to repeat his attempts at murder. I had drawn 
a cordon round MademoiselJe. And he slips through 
it I Boldly—^under #mr very eyes ahnost, he slips 
through it I In spite of us all—of everyone being on 
the alert, he achieves his object.”^ 

” Qnly he doesn't,” I reminded him. 

” That is the chance only ! From my point of 

102 
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view, it is the same. A human life «as been taken, 
Hastings—whose life is non-essential." 

" Of course," I said. " I didn't mean that." 

Bat on the other hand, what you say is true. And 
that makes it wr.rse—ten times worse. For the mur¬ 
derer is still as far as ever from achieving his object. 
Do you cpderstand, my friend ? The position is 
changed—for the worse. It may mean that not one 
life—but two—will be sacrificed." 

“ Not while you're about," I said stoutly. 

He stopped and wrrung my hand. 

" Mercia mon ami f Merci 1 You still have con¬ 
fidence in the old one—you still have the faith. You 
put new courage into me. Hcrcule Poirot will not fail 
again. No second life shall be taken. I will rectify my 
error—for, see you, there must have been an error ! 
Somewhere there has been a lack of order and method 
in my usinilly so well arranged ideas. I will start 
again.* Yes, I will start at the beginning. And this 
time—I will not fail." 

" You really think, then,".^ I said, " that Nick 
Buckley's life is still in danger ? " 

" My friend, for what other reason did I send her 
to this nursing home ? " 

Then it wasn't the shocl^-" 

" The shock 1 Pah I One can recover from shock 
as weD in one's own home as ^n a nursing home— 
better, for that matter. It is not amusing there, the 
floors of ^een linoleum, the conversation of the 
nurses—the meals on trays, the ceaseless washing. 
N6, no, it is for safety and safety only. I take the 
doctor into my confidence. He agrees. He will make 
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all arrangements. No one, mon ami, not even her 
dearest friend, will be admitted to see Miss Buckley. 
You and I are the only ones permitted. Pour les 
autres—eh hien ! ' Doctor's orders/ they will be told. 
A plirase very convenient and one not to be gain¬ 
say ed." 

“ Yes,” I said. ” Only-” 

“ Only what, Hastings ? ” 

” That can’t go on for ever.” 

“A very tru.^ observation. Be-, gives us a 
little breathing space And you realise, do you 
not, that the character of our operations has 
changed.” 

” In wliat way ? ” 

” Our oriLinal task was to ensure the safe tv of 
Mademoiselle. Our task now is a much simpler one 
—a task witl j which we are well acquainted. It is 
neither more nor less than the hunting down of a 
murderer.” 

” You call that simpler ? ” 

” Certainly it is si^^pler. The murderer has, as I 
said the other day, signed his name to the crime. He 
has come ouf^ into the open.” 

” You don’t think-” I hesitated, then went on. 

** You don’t think that the police are right ? That 
this is the work of a madman, some wandering 
lunatic with homicidal mania ? ” 

” I am more than ever convinced that such is not 
the case.” 

” You really ihink that-” 

. I sj^opped. Poirot took up my sentence, speaking 
very gravely. 
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“ That the murderer is someone iA Mademoiselle’s 

I 

o'*vri circle ? vAon umi, 1 <. 10 .” 

" But surely Irist irgiii must alinust lule out that 

possibility. Wo were all together and-" 

He intermpted. 

“ Could you swear, Hastings, that any particular 
pel soil had never left our little company there on the 
edge of the cliff ? Is there any one person there whom 
you could swear you had seen all the time ? " 

“ No,*' I said slowly, struck by his words. “ I 
don't think I could. It was dark. Wc all moved 
about, more or less. On different occasions I noticed 
Mrs. Rice, Lazarus, you, Croft, Vyse—^but all the 
time—no." 

Poirot nodded his head. 

. " Exactly. It would be a matter of a very few 
minutes. The two girls go to the house. The murderer 
slips away unnoticed, hides behind that sycamore tree 
in the middle of the lawn. Nick Buckley, or so he 
thinks, comes out of the window, passes within a foot 

of him, he fires three shots in rapid succession-*' 

" Three ? " I interjected. ^ 

" Yes. He was taking no chances this thue. We 
found three bullets in the body." 

" I'hat was risky, wasn’t it? " 

" Less'risky in all probability than one shot would 
have been. A Mauser pistol does not make a great 
deal of noise. It would resem*ble more or less the 
popping of the fireworks and blend in very well with 
the noise of them." 

/ * Did you find the pistol ? " I asked. ^ 

" No. And there, Hastings, lies to my mind tEe 
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indisputable proof that no stranger is responsible for 
this. We agree,' do we not, that Miss Buckley's own 
pistol was taken in the first place for one reason only 
—to give her death the appearance of suicide." 

Yes." 


" That is the only possible rcas<^<n. is it not ? But 
now, you observe, there is no pieresice of Suicide. 


The murderer knows that i&e shotud not any haiget he 
deceived by it. He knows, in lact, what we know ! " 
I reflected, admitting to axyseif the logic ot Poirot's 
deduction. 

" What did he do with the pistol, do you think ? " 
Poirot shrugged his shoulders. 

" For that, it is (jiificult to say. But the sea wa.v 
cxceediTigly handy. A good toss of the arm, and the 
pistol sinks, never to be recovered. We cannot, of 
course, be absolutely sure—^but that is what I should 
hnve done." 

His matter-of-fact tone made me shiver a, little. 
“ Do you think—do you think he realised that he'd 
killed the wrong person ? " 

** I am quite sure Ife did not," said Poirot, grimly. 
"Yes, that must have been an unpleasant little sur¬ 
prise for hini when he learnt the truth. To keep his 
face and betray nothing—it cannot have been easy." 

•At that moment I bethought me of the strange 
attitude of the maid, Ellen. I gave Poirot an 
account of her peciuliar demeanour. He seemed 
very interested. , 

" She betrayed surprise, did she, that it was Maggie 
who^as dead ? " 

" Great surprise." 
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*' That is curious. And yet, the fact of a tragedy 
was clearly not a surprise to her. Yes, there is some¬ 
thing there that must be looked into. Who is she, 
this Ellen ? So quiet, so respectable in the English 
manner ? Could it be she who-? ** He broke off. 

“If you're going to include the accidents,” I said, 
“ sur^y it would take a man to have rolled that heavy 
boulder do\m the cliff.” 

” Not necessarily. It is very largely a question of 
leverage. Oh, yes, it could be done.” 

He continued his slow pacing up and down of the 
room. 

“ Anyone who was at End House last night comes 
under suspicion. But those guests—no, I do not 
1 hink it was one of them. For the most part, I should 
say, they were mere acquaintances. There was no 
intimacy between them and the young mistress of 
rHhe house.” 

“ Charles Vyse was there,” I remarked. 

” Yes, we must not forget him. He is, logically, our 
strongest suspect.” He made a gesture of despair and 
threw himself into a chair opposite mine. ” VoiU — 
it is always that we come back to I Motive 1 We 
must find the motive if we are to understand this 
crime. And it is there, Hastings, that 1 am con¬ 
tinually baflled. Who can possibly have a motive'for 
doing” away wdth Mademoiselle Nick ? I have let 
myself go to the most absurd suppositions. I, Hercule 
Poirot, have descended to the most ignominious 
flights of fancy. I have adopted the mentality of the 
cheap tliriller. The grandfather—^the ‘ Old Ni':k^ 
he who is supposed to have gambled his money away. 
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Did he really do- so, T have asked myself ? Did he, 
on the contrary! hide it away ? Is it hidden some¬ 
where in End House ? Buried somewhere in the 
grounds ? With that end in view (1 am ashamed to 
say it) I inquired of Mademoiselle Nick whether there 
had ever been any offers to buy th*. house/' 

Do you know, Poirot,” I said. '' I call that lathcr 
a bright idea. There may be something m it.” 
Poirot groaned. 

” You would say that! It would appeal, I knew, 
to your romantic but slip/ntly mediocre mind. Buried 
treasure—^yes, you would enjoy that idea. ’ 

” Well—I don’t why not-” 

” Because, my frinul, tlie more prosaic explana¬ 
tion is neariy always lln‘ more probable. Then 
Mademoiselle’s fatlier—I have played with even 
more degrading ideas concerning him. He was a 
travclh r. Supposing, I say to myself, that he has 
stolen a jewel—^the eye of a God. Jealous priests are 
on bis tracks. Yes, I, Hercule Poirot, have descended 
to depths such as these. 

I have had other«^ideas concerning this father,” 
he went on. ” Ideas at once more dignified and more 
probable. Di\l he, in the course of his wanderings, 
contract a second mar|;iage ? Is there a nearer heir 
than M. Charles Vyse ? But again, that leads no¬ 
where, for wo arc up again;?*t the same difficulty— 
that there is really nbthing of value to inherit. 

“ I have neglected no possibility. .Even that chance 
reference of Madcinoist lie Nick’s to the offer made 
her by M. Lazarus. You remember ? I'he offer to 
plircnase her grandfather's portrait. I telegraphed on 
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Saturday for an expert to con:e t](5v>'n and examine 
that pic Lure. He was the man aLou-t whom I wrote 
to Madomoisilie this iiioniing. So imposing, for in- 
St a ace, il were .all; several tluaisaad poaiaL ? " 
Yrjii surely don't think a rich man like young 
Lazarus-? *' 

he rich? Appearances are not everything. 
Even an old-estahlished lirm wiLli palatial showrooms 
and every appearance of prosperity may rest on a 
rotten basis. And what does one do then ? Does one 
run about crying out that times arc hard ? No, one 
buys a new and luxurious car. One spends a little 
more money than usual. One lives a little more 
ostentatiously. For credit, see you, is everything I 
But sometimes a monumental business has crashed 
—for no more than a few thousand pounds —of ready 
money. 

I ** Oh \ I know,” he continued,, forestalling my 
'.protests. “It is far-fetched—but it is not so bad 
'as revengeful priests or buried treasure. It bears, at 
any rate, some relationship to things as they happen. 
And we can neglect iiothingTy-nothing that might 
bring us nearer the truth.” 

With careful fingers he straightened the objects 
on the table in front of him. When he spoke, his 
voice was grave and, for the hrst time, calm. 

“• Motive ! ” he said. Let us come back to that, 
and regard this problem calmly nnd methodically. To 
begin with, how many kinds of motive are there for 
murder ? * What ’ are the motives whiqh lead one 
human being to take another human being’s life ? 

“ We exclude for the moment homicidal 
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Because I am absolutely convinced that the solution 
of our problem'does not lie theic* We also exclude 
killing done on the spur of the moment under the 
impulse of an ungovernable temper. I'his is cold¬ 
blooded deliberate murder. What r rc the motives 
that actuate such a murder as that ? 

“ There is, first, Gain, Who stood to gevia by 
Mademoiselle Buckley's death ? Directly or in¬ 
directly. Well, we can put down Charles Vyse. He 
inherits a property that, from the financial point of 
view, is probably not worth inheriting. He might, 
perhaps, pay oil the mortgage, build small"villas on 
the land and eventualty make a small profit. It is 
possible. The place might be worth something to 
him if he had any deeply cherished love of it—if, it 
were, for instance, a family place. That is, un¬ 
doubtedly, an instinct very deeply implanted ir 
some human beings, and it has, in cases I have 
known, actually led to crime. But I cannot see any 
such motive in M. Vyse's case. 

“ The only other person who would benefit at all 
by Mademoiselle Buckley's death is her friend, 
Madame Rice. But the amount would clearly be a 
very small one. Nobody else, as far as I can see, 
gains by Mademoiselle Buckley’s death. 

y What is another motive ? Hate—or love that 
has turned to hate. The s,nme passionnel ,, Well, 
there again we have the word of the observant 
Madame Croft that both Charles Vyse and Com¬ 
mander Challenger are in love with the young 
lady." 

think wg can say that we have observed the 
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latter phenomenon for ourselves/' T remarked, with 
a smile. 

“ Ycs--*he tCTL.is to wear his heart on his sleeve, the 
honest sailor. P'or ihe other, w^e rely on the word of 
Madame Croft. Now, if Charles Vyse felt that he 
were supplaiii-od, would he be so powerfully aficcted 
tliat he would kill his cousin rather than let her 
become the^wife of another man ? " 

It sounds very melodramatic," I said, doubt¬ 
fully. 

" It sounds, you would say, un-English. I agree. 
But even the English have emotions. And a type, 
such as Charles Vyse, is the most likely to have tliem. 
He is a repressed young man. One who does not 
show his feelings easily. Such often have the most 
violent feelings. I would never suspect the Com- 
jnandel Challenger of murder for emotional reasons. 
No, no, hb is not the type. But wdth Charles Vys(?— 
yes, it is possible. But it does not entirely satisfy me, 
" Another motive for crime—Jealousy. I separate 
it from the last, because jealousy may not, neces¬ 
sarily, be a sexual emotion. Inhere is envy—envy of 
possession—of supremacy. Such a jealousy as drove 
the lago of your great Shakespeare do one of the 
cleverest crimes (speaking from the professional 
point of view) that has everT>een committed." ^ 

" Why w'as it so clever ? " I asked, momentarily 
diverted. » 

" Parhleu —^because he got others to execute it. 
Imagine a criminal nowadays on whpm one was 
unable to put the handcuffs because he had never 
done anything himself. But this is not the 
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wf‘ wore discussing'. Ters i al'insy, of any kind, be 
r .cii.d-A* f-Ji Uiis t ■ ‘rv^ r \v”io la. . aaason to envy 
A I : -.1 ‘Js ir ' o.,. ■ , a.i. " 

i'".-. s. ’ ■ i V. a s^ 

rivalry baivvi..va ih: i WuMa n. But a^^aiu, liiat is 
only ‘ as far as we cuu see/ 'riiere nuiv be sonielhiiig 
there, 

“ Lastly—rear, ‘D<-i .j i\Iadeirh'*\ieUe Nick, by any 
clniiice, hold soiiKd.'o 'y's sccicr bi hei )'ovv.,r ? Does 
she know sotnelai’ ^ wWv. ii it were kr.'wn, might 
ruin another lileii s / tl'i./c we can say vciy 
definitely, that uri‘U'i£.'arc oj it. Bui that 

might be, you know ihat uhglit bu. And if so, it 
makes it very difficuiL. Because, whilst she holds the 
clue in her hands, -iiie h.dds it nnconsciouslv and will 
be quile unable u) teii us what it is/' 

“ You really think that is possible ? " 

“ It is a 'thesis. I am driven to it by the 
difficulty of finding a reasonable theory elsewhere. 
When you liave eliminated other possibilities you 
tarn to the one tiad is left and say—since the other 

is not —this must be so. ..." 

§1 

He was silent a long time. 

At Iasi, rousing himself from his absorption, he 
dn‘w a siiect of paper towards him and began to 
write. ‘ 

" What are you writing ? " I asked, curiously; 

" Mon ami, I am composing a list. It is a list of 
people surrounding Mademoiselle Buckley. Within 
that list, if my theory is correct, there must be the 
name of the murderer." 

Hf^continued to write for perhaps twenty minutes 
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—^then shoved the sherts of pc-per j cross to me. 
“ Voild, mon avii. See wIkP v^>u‘in.'ske of it.” 
The following is a rjjucdiicJon ot‘ tlie piipcr: 


A. Ellen. 

B. H>jr gardener h.n^baiid. 

C. Their child. 

D. Mr. Croft. 

E. Mrs. Croft. 

F. Mrs. Rice. 

G. Mr. Lazrinis. 

n. Commander Cliallenccr. 

\ > 

I. Mr. Charles Vyse. 

j- ? 


Remarks: 

A. Ellen .—Suspicious eirnimstanccs. Her attitude 
and words on hearing of the crime. Best 
opportunity ol anyone to have staged 
accidents and to have known of pistol, hit 
unlikely to have tan^^ered with car, and 
general mentality of crime seems above her 
level. 

Motive. —^None—unle.ss Hate arising out of 
gome incident unknown. 

J<tote .—Further ii)quiric3 iis to her antecedents 
and general relations *Auth N. B. 


B. Ucy fimbiiful .—Same es e])ove. f.pTc likely to 
have tamyKTed with car. 

Note .—Should be interviewed. 
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C. Child .—Can be ruled out. 

Note .—Should be interviewed. Might give 
valuable information, 

D. Mr. Croft .—Only suspicious circumstance the 

fact that wc met him mouulmg the sta^r io 
bedroom floor. Had ready oxplapation which 
may be true. But it may not I 
Nothing known of antecedents. 

Motive. —None. 


E. 


Mrs. 


Croft .—Suspicious circumstances. 


Motive. —None. 


None. 


F. Mrs. Rice .—Suspicious circumstances. Full 

opportunity. Asked N. B. to fetch wrap. 
Has deliberately tried to create impression 
that N. B. is a liar and her accou,nt of 
“ accidents not to be relied on. Was not 
at Tavistock when accidents occurred. 
Where was she ? 

Motive.—Gain ? Very slight. Jealousy ? Pos¬ 
sible,’ but nothing known. Rear? Also 
possible, but nothing known. 

Note .—Converse with N. B. on subject. See 
if any light is thrown^ upon matter. 'T^ssibly 
something to^do with F. R.*s marriage. 

• *. 

G. Mr. 'Lazarus. — Suspicious circumstances. 

General opportunity. Offer to buy picture. 
Said brakes of car were quite aU right 
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(according to F. K.). May have been in 
neighbourhood prior to Friday. 

Motive. -None—unless profit on picture. Fear? 
—^unlikely. 

Note. -Find out where J. L. was before 
arriving at St. Loo. Find out financial 
position of Aaron Lazarus & Son. 

IT. Commander Challenger. —Suspicious circum¬ 
stances. None. Was in neiglibourliood all 
last week, so opportunity for “ accidents " 
good. Amved half an hour after murder. 

M otive.—'NoiiQ. 

I. Mr. Vyse. —Suspicious circumstances. Was 

absent from office at time when shot was 
fired in garden of hotel. Opportunity good. 
Statement about selling of .End House open 
to doubt. Of a repressed temperament. 
Would probably know about pistol. 

Motive. —Gain ? (slight) Love or Hate ? Pos¬ 
sible with one of his'temperament. Fear? 
Unlikely. 

Note. —Find out who held mortgage. Find out 

position of Vyse's fijm. 

■ 

J. O.-^There could be a an outsider. But 

with a link in the form of one of the fore¬ 
going. If so, probably connected with A. D. 
and E. or F. The existence of J. would ex¬ 
plain (i) Ellen's lack of surprise at crime and 
her pleasurable satisfaction. (But that migl*. 
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be cbic io natural plcasaral^le excitement 
of i: *' rhi,< ov'a (2) The reason 

•-oi' Cinr ]iis vviJc coining to live 

hi lohge. (3) Might supply ir-olive for F. 
R/s fear ni secret being n veaL.J or for 
jcalcHity. 


(Virot we idled me as I read. 

“ i f i '2 ver}? English, is it not ? he remarked, with 
piiile. “ I am rn'ue Englisli when f write than when 
I s])ea]:/' 

“ It's an cxedlcrr pi^ce of work/' 1 said, warmly. 
“ It sets all the pr^-^/jilities out most clearly." 

"Yes," he said, lb-raght fully, as he took it back 
from irn‘. " Anii one name leaps to the eye, my 
friend. Cliades Vvhc, He has the best opportunities. 
Wo have given Jiim the choice of two motives. 
Ma foi —if tJiat Was a list of racehorses, he would 
start favourite, n'est ce pas ? " 

" Ho is c/'rtacirily the most likely suspect." 

" You have a tendency, Hastings, to prefer the 
least likely. That, nb doubt, is from reading too 
many detective stories. In real life, nine times out of 
ten, it is the most likely and the most obvious person 
who commits the crime." 

" But you don’t really think that is so this time ? " 
“ Tlierc is only one thing *i:hat is against^it.* The 


boldness of the crime I That has stood out from the 
first. Because of that, as I say, the motive cannot 
be obvious”' 

I^Yes, that is what you said at first." 

* And that is what I say again." 
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With a sudden brusque gesture he crumpEd the 
sheets of paper and threw them on the floor. 

** No,” he said, as I uttered an exclamation of 
protest. " That list has been in vain. Still, it has 
cleared my mind. Order avd method I That is the 
firz'*- stage. To arrange the facts with neatness and 
precision. The next stage-” 

” Yes.” 

” The next stage is that of the psychology. The 
correct employment of the little grey rolls 1 1 advise 
you, Hajjtings, to go to bed.” 

” No,” I said. ” Not unless you do. I’rn n d goii^g 
to leave you.” 

” Most faithful of dogs I But see you, Tfaslings, 
you cannot assist me to think. T^ at is all i a in going 
to do—^think.” 

T still shook my head 

” You might want to discuss some point with me.” 

” Well—^w’ell—^you are a loyal Iriend. Take at 
least, I beg of you, the easy-chair.” 

That proposal I did accept. Presently the room 
began to swim and dip. The l?lst thing I remember 
was seeing Poirot carefully retrieving the crumpled 
sheets of paper from the floor and putting thorn 
away tidily in the wastc-pa^lfer basket. 

Then I must have fallen asleep. 



CHAPTER X 


nick’s secret 

It was daylight wlieii I a\v<)k('. 

Poirot was still siiAng wlu'ro he ha d been the night 
before. His attitude was th.* satno, but hi his face was 
a difference. His eyes were shining with that queer 
cat-like green light tlait I knew so well. 

I struggled to an upright position, feeling very 
stiff and uncojufurtable. Sleeping in a chair is a 
proceeding not to be reconunended at my time of 
life. Yet one thing at least resulted from it—I awoke 
not in that pleasant state of lazy somnolence but with 
a mind and bram as active as when I fell asleep. 

“ Poirot,” I cried. ” You have thought of‘some¬ 
thing.” 

He nodded. He leaned fo^^va^d, tapping the table 
in front of him. 

” Tell me, Hastings, the answer to these three 
questions. Why has Mademoiselle Nick been sleeping 
badly lately ? Why diic she buy a black evening dress 
— she never wears black ? Why did she say l^ist night, 
* I have nothing to Ihe for—how * ?” 

I stared. The questions seemed beside the point. 

” Answer those questions, Hastings, ’ answer 
them ? ” 

Well—^as to the first—she said she had been 
worried lately.” 

ii8 
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“ Precisely. What has she been worried about ? " 

“ And the black dress—well, everybody wants a 
change sometimes/’ 

“ For a married man, you have very little appre¬ 
ciation of feminize psychology. If a woman thinks 
she docs not look well in a colour, she refuses to 
wear it/' 

“ And the last—well, it was a natural thing to say 
after that awful shock." 

“ No, mon ami, it was not a natural thing to say. 
To be horror-struck by her cousin’s death, to re¬ 
proach herself for it—yes, all that is natural enough. 
But the other, no. She spoke of life with weariness— 
as of a thing no longer dear to her. Never before had 
she displayed that attitude. She had been defiant— 
yes—she had snapped the fingers, yes—and then, 
when that broke down, she was afraid. Afraid, mark 
you, because life was sweet and she*did not wdsli to 
•die. But weary of life—^no I That never 1 Even 
before dinner tlint w^ts not so. Wo have there, 
Hastings, a psychological change. And that is in¬ 
teresting. What was it caused iier point of view to 
change ? " 

“ The shock of her cousin’s death." 

“ I wonder. It was the stock that loosed her 
tongue. -But suppose the change was before that. 
Is there anything else «ould account for it ? " 

" I don't know of anything." 

" Think, Hastings. Use your little grey cells." 

“ Really-" 

" What was the last moment we had the oppor¬ 
tunity of observing her ? " 




W(^l, aclu.'iUy, I s.i)\>ose, at dmn!?r.” 

* After we i^vay ;-uw ]ic.t recoiviu^ 

guests, iiicLking ilieju welc'.inc -purely a formal 
attitude. Wliat happeaeci at the cud of dinner, 
Hastings ? ” 

Sh ’ vent to telephone,’' I saLi, slowly. ^ , 
'‘A lu bonJiCur. You have got Ihjrc at last. She 
vv'..nl to teiepliono. And she was absent a long time. 
Twenty minulcs at least. That is a long time for a 
telephone call. Wlio sp de- oj h.T over the telephone? 
Wliat did they say ? Did slu: leally lephone ? We 
have got to tincl out, Hastings, what happened in 
that twenty iriinutes. For there, or so I fuUy believe, 
we shall find the ehn we seek." 


" You really thir.k so ? " 

" Mats oni, -mais out I All along, Hastings, I have 
told you that Mademoiselle has been keeping some¬ 
thing back. She doesn't think it has any connection 
with the murder—^but I, Hercule Poirot, ^ know 
better 1 It must have a connection. For all along, I 
liave been conscious that there is a factor lacking. 
If there were not a/factor lacking—why then, the 
whole thing would be plain to me I And as it is not 
plain to me-^eh bien —then the missing factor is the 
keystone of the mjrtery 1 I know I am right, 
Hafstings. 

" I must know the^nswento those three questions. 
And then—and then—I shall begin to see, ..." 

" Web," I said, stretching my stiffened.limbs," I 
think a bath and a shave are indicated." 


By the time I had had a bath and changed into day 
clothing I felt better, 'fhe stiffness and weariness of 




a night passed in uncomfortable conditions passed 
off. I arrived at the breakfast table feeling ihat one 
drink of hot coffee v/ould restore me to niy normal 
self. 

I glanced at the paper, but there was little news in 
it beyond the fact that Michael Scion's death was 
now defiiiitciy confirmcid. The intrepid airman had 
perished. I wondered whether, to-morrow, new head¬ 
lines would have sprung into being : girl mur¬ 
dered DURING FIREWORK PARTY. MYSTERIOUS 
TRAGEDY." Soincihiug like lhat. 

I had jhst finished breakfast when Frcdciica Rice 
came up to my table. She was wearing a plain little 
frock of black marocain with a little soft pleated 
white collar. Her fairness was more evident than 


ever, 

I want to see M. Poind., Captain IListings. Is he 
up yet, do yon know ? " 

" I,will take von up wdtli me now," I said. " We 
shall find him in the sitting-room." 

" Thank you." 

" I hope," I said, as we Vft the dining-room 
together, " that you didn't sleep too badly ? " 

" It was a shock," she sju’d, iu meditative voice. 
" But, of course. I didn’t knr^w ihe poor girl. It's 
as though it had been Nick." 

“ I suppose youM n^ Y-r mel^this girl before ? " 

‘* Once—at Scarbor^ugdi. S n. ’ c: i mo over to lunch 
wi1h Nick." 

“ It will be a terrhjh* blow to her fath.T and 
mother," I said. 

" Dreadful." 
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But she said it very impersonally. She was, I 
fancied, an egoist. Notliing was very real to her that 
did not concern herself. 

Poirot had finished his breakfast and was sitting 
reading the morning paper. He rose and greeted 
Frederica with all his customary G.diic politeues^*. 

Madame," he said. ■“ EnchantJ! " 

He drew forward a chair. 

She thanked him with a v^uy faint smile and sat 
down. Her two hand'^ rrsiied on th-,. r.rms of the 
chair. She sat iinTc very upri:;ln, loc.kiii^ straight 
in front of In r. She fUd not nadi into speech. There 
was something a little frightening about her stillness 
and aloofness. 


" M. Poirot," she said at last. “ I suppose there is 
no doubt that this—sad business last night was all 
]>art and parcel of the same thing ? I mean—that 
the intended victim was really Nick ? " 

" I should say, Madame, that there was no»doubt 
at all." 

Frederica frowned a little. 

“ Nick bears a chC,rmed life," she said. 

There was some curious undercurrent in her voice 
that I could not understand. 

" Luck, they soy^ goes in cycles," remarked 
Poirot. 


it. 


n 

tt 


Perhaps. 


It is certainly useless to fight against 


Now there was only weariness iii her tone. After 
a moment'or two, she went on. 

" I must beg your pardon, M. Poirot. Nick's 
"pardon, too. Up till last night I did not believe. I 
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never dreamed that the danger was—serious.*’ 

" Is that so, Madame ? ** 

“ I see now that everything will have to be gone 
into—carefully. And I imagine that Nick’s im¬ 
mediate circle of friends will not be immune from 
suspicion. Ridiculous, of course, but there it is. 
Am I right, M. Poirot ? ” 

You are very intelligent, Madame.” 

“ You asked me some questions about Tavistock 
the other day, M. Poirot. As you will find out sooner 
or later, I might as well tell you the truth now. I was 
not at Tavistock.” 

“ No, Madame ? ” 

” I motored down to this part of the world with 
Mr. Lazarus early last week. We did not wish to 
arouse more comment than necessary. We stayed at 
a little place called Shellacombe.” 

” That is, I think, about seven miles from here, 
Madame ? ” 

” About that—^yes.” 

Still that quiet far-away weariness. 

” May I be impertinent, Marjame ? ** 

” Is there such a thing—in these days ? ” 

" Perhaps you are right, Madame. Hisw long have 
you and M. Lazarus been fri^ds ? ” 

I met him six months ago.” 

” And you—care for him, Madame ? ” 

Frederica shrugged her shoulders. 

” He is—rich.”. 

” Oh I W W,” cried Poirot. ” That is an-ugly thing 
to say.'* 

She seemed faintly amused. 
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“ Lsn'l it better to say it myself- than to have you 
:;;\v il ?' ” 

■■ vV- !' (•‘i?:"-.* :s iiiweys Ih-af. oi course* May i 

repeat, that you avc iwry inttllif/cut.*' 

“You will give me a diploma soon/' said Frederica, 
and rose. 

• • 

“ There is nothir.g more yoTi ^\ish to tell me, 
Madame ? " 

“ I do nui iluj)k -o -no. I an going 1o take some 
dowers rouiidL to Xii k :ajd .--.c how slio is.' 


9 9 


“All, that vt r\' /u'niMj (d yoii. Thank you, 
Madame, for > ear ;r. i'kncs?/’ 

She glipi d« at Lila .ir rpiy, se.anod about to speak, 
tiien Lhoiighi Ix Xer <'a it and went out of the room, 
smilin.g lainlly al me tis 1 held the door open for her. 

“ Slic is hiteiiigeiit,'’ said Poirot. “ Yes, but so is 
Hercule Poirot 1 


“ \vdj jI do you mean ? '* 

“ That it is all very well and very pretty tp force 
tlio lieiiuess of M. Lazarus down my throat-" 

“ I must say that rather disgusted me.” 

“ Mon cher, alv/ays you have tlie right reaction in 
the wrong place. It is not, for the moment, a question 
of good taste or otherwise. If Madame Rice has a 
devoted friend who t rich and can give her all she 
needs—why then obviously Madame Rice would not 
need to murder li^r dea^-est friend for a mere 
pittance.” 

“ Oh 1 ” I said. 

“ PrdcisMent / ‘ Oh L ” 

” Why didn't you stop her going to the nursing 
home ? ” 
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" Why should 1 show my hand ? Is it Ilercule 
Poirot \Arho prevents Mademoiselle Nirk from sceinf? 
her friends ? Quelle idie ! It is the d^)ctors and the 
nurses. Those tiresr}mc nurses I So full of rules and 
regulations and ' doctor’s orders.* *’ 

. ** You*re not afraid that they may let her in after 
all ? Nick might insist.** 

" Nobody \^dll be let in, my dear Hastings, but you 
and me. And for that matter, the sooner we make 
our way there, the better.*' 

The sitting-room door flew open and George 
Challenger barged in. His tanned face was alive 
with indignation. 

** Look h^re, M. Poirot,** he said, " What's the 
meaning of this ? I rang up that damned nursing 
home where Nick is. Asked how’ she was and what 
time I could come round and see her. And they say 
the doctor won’t allow any visitors. 'T want to know 
^he meaning of ihat ? To pni it plainly, is this your 
work ? Or is Nick r.^ar.y ill from sliock ? ” 

“ I assure you, Monsi air, that I do not lay down 
rules for nursing homes. T wrmlr^ not dare. Wiy not 
ring up the good doctor—vTal was his nanv' now ? 
—Ah, yes, Graham.” 

” I have. He savs sKo’s goi^g on as well as could 


)e expected—^usual stuff. I>uf I know all th(i tricks— 
ny uncle’s a doctor. Harley Si V‘ et. Nerve specialist. 
?sycho-analysis—all the rest of it. Putting relations 
ind friends off with soothing wor Is. I'vo hcard ab’ »i\t 
t aU. I don't believe Nick isn't up to so ing anyone, 
! believe you're at the bottom of this, M. Poirot.” 

Poirot smiled at him in a very kindly fashion. 
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Indeed, I have always observed that Poirot has a 
kindly feeling for a lover. 

Now listen to me, mon ami” he said. “ If one 
guest is admitted, others cannot be kept out. You 
comprehend ? It must be all or none. We want 
Mademoiselle's safety, you and I, do we not ? 
Exactly. Then, you understand—it must be none,” 

” I get you," said Challenger, slowly. " But 
then-” 

“ Chut I We will say no mere. Wc will forget even 
what we have said. Tiie prudence, the extreme 
pnidencc, is what is n(‘eded at present."' 

" I can hold my tongiie," said the sailor quietly. 

He turned awr«y to the door, pausing as he went 
out to say: 

"No embargo on flowers, is there ? So long as they 
are not white ones." 

Poirot smiled. 

" And now^" ho said, as the door shut behijid the 
impetuous Challenger, " whilst M. Challenger and 
Madame and perhaps M. Lazarus all encounter each 
other in the flower ^hop, you and I will drive quietly 
to our destination." 

" And askTor the answer to the three questions ? " 
I said. • 

Yes. We will ask. Though, as a matter of fact, 
I know the answer.” 

“ What ? " I exclaimed. 

“ Yes." 

" But when did you find out ? " 

"Whilst I was eating my breakfast, Hastings. It 
stared me in the face." 
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“ TeU me.” 

” No, I will leave you to hear it from 
Mademoiselle.” 

Then, as if to distract my mind, he pushed an open 
letter across to me. 

It was a report by the expert Poirot had sent to 
examine the.picture of old Nicholas Buckley. It 
stated definitely that the picture was worth at most 
twenty pounds. 

“ So that is one matter cleared up,” said Poirot. 

” No mouse in that mousehole,” I said, remember¬ 
ing a metaphor of Poirot’s on one past occasion. 

” Ah I you remember that ? No, as you say, no 
mouse in that mousehole. Twenty pounds and M. 
Lazanis offered fifty. What an error of judgment 
for a seemingly astute young man. But there, there, 
we-must start oj^ our errand.” 

The nursing home was set high on a^hill overlooking 
the bqy. A white-coated orderly received us. We 
were put into a little room downstairs and presently 
a brisk-looking nurse came to us. 

One glance at Poirot seemed^to be enough. She 
had clearly received her instructions from Dr. 
Graham together with a minute descrijption of the 
little detective. She even coiy:ealcd a smile. 

” Miss Buckley has passed a very fair night,”'bhe 
said. ” Come up, will you ? ” » 

In a pleasant room with the sun streaming into it, 
we found^Nick. In the narrow iron bed, she looked 
like a tired child. Her face was white and her eyes 
were suspiciously red, and she seemed listless and 
weary. 


E 



128 PERIL AT END HOUSE 

“ It's good of you to come/' she said in a flat voice. 

Poirot took her hand in both of his. 

“ Courage, Mademoiselle. There is always some¬ 
thing to live for.” 

The words startled her. She looked up in his face. 

” Oh 1 ” she said. ” Oh 1 ” 

” Will you not teU me now, Mademoiselle, what it 
was that has been worrying you lately ? Or shall I 
guess ? And may I offer you. Mademoiselle, my very 
deepest sympathy.” 

Her face flushed. 

” So you know. Oh, well, it doesn't matter who 
knows now. Now that it's aU over. Now that I sliall 
never see him again.” 

Her voice broke. 

” Courage, Mademoiselle.” 

” I haven’t got any courage left. IVe used up 
every bit in these last weeks. Hoping and hoping and 
—just lately—^hoping against hope.” 

I stared. I coiild not understand one word. 

” Regard the poor Hastings,” said Poirot. ” He 
does not know whjyt we are talking about.” 

Her unhappy eyes met mine. 

” Michael Seton, the airman,” she said. “ I was 
engaged to him—and he's dead.” 



CHAPTER XI 


THE MOTIVE 

I WAS dumfounded. 

I turned on Poirot. 

“ Is this what you meant ? *' 

“Yes, mon ami. This morning—I knew." 

“ How did you know ? How did you guess ? You 
said it stared you in the face at breakfast." 

“ So it did, my friend. From the front page of the 
newspaper. I remembered the conversation at dinner 
las't night—and* I saw everything." 

He turned to Nick again. 

“ You heard the news last night ? " 

“ Yes. On the wireless. I made an excuse about 
the telephone. I wanted to hear the news alone— 
in case. . . ." She swallowed liard. “ And I heard 
it " 

“ I know. I know." He took her hand in both of 
his. • 

“ It was—^pretty ghastly. And all the people 
arriving. I don't know how I got through it. It all 
felt like a dream. I could see myself from outside 
—behaving just as usual. It was queer somehow." 

“ Yes, yes, I understand." 

“ And then, when I went to fetch Freddie's wrap— 
I broke down for a minute. I pulled myself together 

129 
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quite quickly. But Maggie kept calling up about her 
coat. And then at last she took my shawl and went, 
and I put on some powder and some rouge and 
followed her out. And there she was—dead. . . .” 

‘'Yes, yes, it must have been a terrible shock." 

" You don't understand. I was angry ! I wished it 
had been me I I wanted to be dead—and there I was 
—alive and perhaps to live for years !' And Michael 
dead—drowned far away in the Pacific." 

" Paitvre enfant.** 

" I don’t want to be alive. I don’t want to live, I 
teU you 1 " she rri<'d, rebclliousiy. 

" I know—I know. To all of us, Mademoiselle, 
there comes a time when death is preferable to life. 
But it passes—sorrow passes and grief. You cannot 
believe that now, I know. It is useless for an old 
man like me to talk. Idle words—t^at is what you 
think—idle words." 

" You think I’ll forget—and marry someone else? 
Never 1 " 

She looked rather lovely as she sat up in bed, her 
two hands clenched-and her cheeks burning. 

Poirot said gently : 

" No, no. i am not thinking anything of the kind. 
You are very lucky. Mademoiselle. You have been 
loved by a brave man—a hero. How did you come 
to meet him ? " 

" It was at Le Touquet—^last September. Nearly 
a year ago." 

“ And you became engaged—^when ? " 

" Just after Christmas. But it had to be a secret." 

" Why was that ? " 
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Michaers uncle—old Sir Matthew Set on. He 
loved birds and hated women.** 

** Ah ! ce nest pas raisonable I ** 

“ Well—1 don’t mean quite that. He was a com¬ 
plete crank. Thought women ruined a man*s life. 
And Michael was absolutely dependent on him. He 
was frightfully proud of Michael and it was he who 
financed the"^building of the Albatross and the ex¬ 
penses of the round-the-world flight. It was the 
dearest dream of his life as weU as of Michael’s. If 
Michael had pulled it off—well, then he could have 
asked his uncle anything. And even if old Sir 
Matthew had still cut up rough, well, it wouldn’t 
have really mattered. Michael would have been made 
—a kind of world hero. His uncle would have come 
round in the end.** 

■“ Yes, yes, ^psee.” 

“ But Michael said it would be fatal if anything 
leaked out. We must keep it a dead secret. And I 
did. I never told anyone—not even Freddie.* 
Poirot groaned. 

“ If only you had told ms, lijademoiselle.'* 

Nick stared at him. 

“ But what difference would it ha^e made ? It 
couldn’t have anything to do^with these mysterious 
attacks -on me ? No, I’d promised Michael—?lnd I 
kept my word. But it was tawful—^the anxiety, 
wondering and getting in a state the whole time. 
And everyone saying one was so nervy. And being 
•‘unable to explain.** 

“ Yes, I comprehend all that.** 

“ He was missing once before, you know. Crossing 
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the desert on the way to India. That was pretty 
awful, and then after all, it was all right. His machine 
was damaged, but it was put right, and he went on. 
And I kept saying to myself that it would be the 
same this time. Everyone said he must be dead— 
and I kept telling myself that he must be all right, 
really. And then—last night. ..." 

Her voice trailed away. 

"You had hoped up till then ? " 

" I don't know. I think it was more that I refused 
to believe. It was awful never being able to talk to 
anyone." 

" Yes, I can inip.gine. that. Were you never 
tempted to tell Madame Rice, for instance ? " 

" Sometimes I wanted to frightfully." 

"You do not think she—guessed ? " 

" I don't think so." Nick considered the idea 
carefully. " She* never said anything. Of course she 
used to hint things sometimes. About our being 
great friends and all that." 

"You never considered telling her when M. Seton's 
uncle died ? You know that he died about a week 
ago ? " 

" I know. ‘He had an operation or something. I 
suppose I might have told anybody then. But it 
wouldn't have been a nice way of doing it, would it ? 
I mean, it would ha^re seemed rather boastful—to 
do it just then—^when all the papers were full of 
Michael. And reporters would have come and inter¬ 
viewed me. It would all have been rather cheap. 
And Michael would have hated it." 

" I agree with you. Mademoiselle. You could not 
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have announced it publicly. I only meant that you 
could have spoken of it privately to a friend.” 

” I did sort of hint to one person,” said Nick. ” I— 
thought it was only fair. But I don’t know how much 
he—the person took in.” 

• Poirot nodded. 

” Are you' f)n good terms with your cousin, M. 
Vyse ? ” he asked, with a rather abrupt change of 
subject. 

” Charles ? What put him into your head ? ” 

” I was just wondering—^that was all.” 

” Charles means well,” said Nick. ” He's a 
frightful stick, of course. Never moves out of this 
place. He disapproves of me, I think.” 

“ Oh I Mademoiselle, Mademoiselle. And I hear 
that he has laid all his devotion at your feet! ” 

“ Disapprovi^tg of a person doesn't keep you from 
having a pash for them. Charles thinks my mode of 
life is*reprehensible and he disapproves of my cock¬ 
tails, my complexion, my friends and my conversa¬ 
tion. But he still feels my fatal fascination. He 
always hopes to reform me, I think.” 

She paused and then said, with a ghost of a 
twinkle: 

” Who have you been pumping to get th^ local 
information ? ” 

“You must not give me a^^ay. Mademoiselle. I 
had a little conversation with the Australian lady, 
^ad^mcr Croft.” * 

“ She’s rather an old dear—^when one lias time for 
her. Terribly sentimental. Love and home and 
children—you know the sort of thing.” 
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“ I am old-fashioned and sentimental myself. 
Mademoiselle/* 

Are you ? I should have said that Captain 
Hastings was the sentimental one of you two/* 

I blushed indignantly. 

“He is furious/* said Poirot, eyeing my dis- 
comfiture with a good deal of pleasure. “ But you 
are right. Mademoiselle. Yes, you are right.** 

“ Not at all,** I said, angrily. 

“ Hastings has a singularly beauiiful nature. It 
has been the greatest hindrance to me at, times.** 
Don't be absurd, Poirot.** 

He is, to begin with, reluctant to see evil any¬ 
where, and when he docs see it his righteous indig¬ 
nation is so great that he is incapable of dissembling. 
Altogether a rare and beautiful nature. No, mon ami^ 
I will not permit you to contradict m«« It is as I say.*' 

" You've both been very kind to me,** said Nick, 
gently. 

" La, la. Mademoiselle. That is nothing. We have 
much more to do. To begin with, you will remain 
here. You will obey^orders. You will do what I tell 
you. At this juncture I must not be hampered." 

Nick sighefl wearily. 

" 1*11 do anything yo»a like. I don't care what I do." 

" You will see no friends for the present." 

" I don't care. I dhn't want to see anyone." 

" For you the passive part—^for us the active one. 
Now, Mademoiselle, I am going to leave you. J will 
not intrude longer upon your sorrow." 

He moved towards the door, pausing with his hand 
on the handle to say over his shoulder : 
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“ By the way, you once mentioned a will you made. 
Where is it, this will ? ” 

“ Oh I it’s knocking round somewhere.” 

“ At End House ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

, “In a safe ? Locked up in your desk ? ” 

“Well, L really don’t know. It’s somewhere 
about.” She'frowned. “ I’m frightfully untidy, you 
know. Papers and things like that would be mostly 
in the writing-table in the library. That’s where most 
of the bills are. The will is probably with them. Or 
it might t>e in my bedroom.” 

” You permit me to make the search—yes ? ” 

” If you want to—^yes. Look at anything you 
like.” 

” Merci, Mademoiselle. I wiU avail myself of youi 
permission.” 



CHAPTER XII 


ELLEN 

Poirot said no word till we had emerged from the 
nursing home into the outer air. Then he caught me 
by the arm. 

“You see, Hastings ? You see ? An 1 Sacti 
tonnerre I I was right ! I was right 1 Always I knew 
there was something lacking—^some piece of the 
puzzle that was not there. And without that missing 
piece the whole thing was meaningless.*' 

His almost despairing triumph w^ double-Dutch 
to me. I could not see that anything very epoch- 
making had occurred. 

“ It was there all the time. And I could not see it. 
But how should I ? To know there is something — 
that, yes—^but to know what that something is. 
Ah / fa c*est hien ptus difficile” 

“ Do you mean that this has some direct bearing 
on the crime ? " 

“ foi, do you not see ? " 

“ As a matter of fart, I don*t." 

“ Is it possible ? Why, it gives us what we have 
been looking for—^the motive—^the hidden pbscure 
motive I " 

“ I may be very dense, but I can't see it. Do you 
mean jealousy of some kind ? " 

136 
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“ Jealousy ? No, no, my friend. The usual motive 
—^the inevitable motive. Money, my friend, money 1" 

I stared. He went on, speaking more calmly. 

“ Listen,' mon ami. Just over a week ago Sir 
Matthew Seton dies. And Sir Matthew Set on was a 
.millionaire—one of the richest men in England." 

Yes, but:-" 

Attendez* One step at a time. He has a nephew 
whom he idolises and to whom, we may safely assume, 
he has left his vast fortune." 

" But-" 

" Mats' out —legacies, yes, an endowment to do 
with his hobby, yes, but the bulk of the money would 
go to Michael Seton. Last Tuesday, Michael Seton is 
reported missing —and on Wednesday the attacks on 
Mademoiselle*s life begin. Supposing, Hastings, that 
Michael Seton jnade a wiU before he started on this 
flight, and that in that will he left all he had to his 
fiancee." 

" That’s pure supposition." 

" It is supposition—^yes. But it must he so. 
Because, if it is not so, there is no meaning in any¬ 
thing that has happened. It is*no paltry inheritance 
that is at stake. It is an enormous foytune." 

I was silent for some mimjtes, turning the matter 
over in. my mind. It seemed to me that Poh-ot was 
leaping at conclusions in a mo«t reckless manner, and 
yet I was secretly convinced that he was right. It 
was^ tiis extraordinary flair for being right that 
’influenced me. Yet it seemed to me that there was a 
good deal to be proved still. 

" But if nobody knewof the engagement," I argued. 
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“ Pah I Somebody did know. For the matter of 
that, somebody always does know. If they do not 
know, they guess. Madame Rice suspected. Made¬ 
moiselle Nick admitted as much. She may have had 
means of turning those suspicions into certainties.’* 

‘‘ How ? ’* 

“ Well, for one thing, there must have been letters 
from Michael Seton to Mademoiselle Nick. They had 
been engaged some time. And her best friend could 
not call that young lady anything but careless. She 
leaves things here and there, and everywhere. I 
doubt if she has ever locked up anything in her 
life. Ob, yes, there would be means of making 
sure.*' 

“ And Frederica Rice would know about the will 
that her friend had made ? ” 

“ Doubtless. Oh, yes, it narrows dipwn now. You 
remember my list—a list of persons numbered from 
A. to J. It has narrowed down to only two persons. 

I dismiss the servants. I dismiss the Commander 
Challenger—even though he did take one hour and a 
half to reach here from Plymouth—and the distance 
is only thirty miles. I dismiss the long-nosed M. 
Lazarus who e-ffered fifty pounds for a picture that 
was only worth twenty (it is odd, that, when you 
come 10 think of it. Most uncharacteristic of his 
race). I dismiss the Australians—^so hearty and so 
pleasant. I keep two people on my list still.** 

“ One is Frederica Rice,** I said, slowly. 

I had a vision of her face, the golden hair, the" 
white fragility of the features. 

"Yes. She is indicated very clearly. However 
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carelessly worded Mademoiselle’s will may have been, 
she would be plainly indicated as residuary legatee. 
Apart from End House, everything was to go to her. 
If Mademoiselle Nick instead of Mademoiselle Maggie 
had been shot last night, Madame Rice would be 
a rich woman to-day." 

" I can hardly believe it I " 

"You mean that you can hardly believe that a 
beautiful woman can be a murderess ? One often has 
a little difficulty with members of a jury on that 
account. But you may be right. There is still another 
suspect."- 
" Who ? " 

“ Charles Vyse." 

" But he only inherits the house." 

" Yes—^but he may not know that. Did he make 
Mademoiselle's will for her ? I think not. If so, it 
would be in fiis keeping, not “ knocking around 
somewhere," or whatever the phrase was that 
Mademoiselle used. So, you see, Hastings, it is 
quite probable that he knows nothing about that will. 
He may believe that she has never made a will and 
that, in that case, he wiU inherit as next of kin." 

" You know," I said, " that really seems to me 
much more probable." 

"That is your romantic? mind, Hastings. The 
wicked solicitor. A familiar .figure in fiction. If as 
well as being a solicitor he has an impassive face, it 
makes the matter almost certain. It is true that, in 
•soiiie ways, he is more in the picture t^ian Madame. 
He would be more likely to know about the pistol and 
more likely to use one." 
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“ And to send the boulder crashing down." 

“ Perhaps. Though, as I have told you, much can 
be done by leverage. And the fact that the boulder 
was dislodged at the wrong minute, and conse¬ 
quently missed Mademoiselle, is more suggestive of 
feminine agency. The idea of tampering with the 
interior of a car seems masculine in conception— 
though many women are as good mechanics as men 
nowadays. On the other hand, there are one or two 
gaps in the theory against M. Vyse.” 

“ Such as-? " 

** He is less likely to have known of the engagement 
than Madame. And there is another point. His 
action was rather precipitate." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" WeU, until last night there was no certitude that 
Seton was dead. To act rashly, without due assur¬ 
ance, seems very uncharacteristic of tfie legal mind.” 

" Yes," I said. " A woman would jump to con¬ 
clusions." 

" Exactly. Ce que femme veut, Dieii veuL That is 
the attitude." 

" It's really amazing the way Nick has escaped. It 
seems almost i^^credible." 

And suddenly I remembered the tone in Frederica's 
voice as. she had said : Nick bears a charmed life." 

I shivered a little. „ 

" Yes," said Poirot, thoughtfully. " And I can 
take no credit to myself. Which is humiliating." 

" Providence," I murmured. 

" Ah 1 mon ami, I would not put on the shoulders 
of the good God the burden of men's wrongdoing. 
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You say that in your Sunday morning voice of 
ttankfulness—^without reflecting that what you are 
really saying is that le bon Dieu has killed Miss Maggie 
Buckley.” . 

” Really, Poirot I ” 

“ Really, my friend 1 But I will not sit back and 
* say ' le bon Dieu has arranged everything, I will not 
interfere.* Because I am convinced that le bon Dieu 
created Hercule Poirot for the express purpose of 
interfering. It is my metier” 

We had been slowly ascending the zig-zag path up 
the cliff. • It was at this juncture that we passed 
through the little gate into the grounds of End House. 

“ Pouf I ** said Poirot. ” That ascent is a steep one. 
I am hot. My moustaches are limp. Yes, as I was 
saying just now, I am on the side of the innocent. I 
am on the side of Mademoiselle Nick because she was 
attacked. I anf on the side of Mademoiselle Maggie 
because she has been killed.** 

“ And you are against Frederica Rice and Charles 
Vyse.** 

“ No, no, Hastings. I keep an open mind. I say 
only that at the moment one of 4:hose two is indicated. 
Chut I ** 

We had come out on the strip of lawn by the house, 
and a man was driving a mo^ng machine. Fe had a 
long, stupid face and lack-li^stre eyes. Beside him 
was a small boy of about ten, ugly but intelligent- 
looking. 

— Ic crossed my mind that we had ngt heard the 
mowing machine in action, but I presumed that the 
gardener was not overworking himself. He had 
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probably been resting from his labours, and had 
sprung into action on hearing our voices approaching. 

“ Good-morning,” said Poirot. 

” Good-morning, sir.” 

“You are the gardener, I suppose. The husband 
of Madame who works in the hoii>e.” 

“ He's my Dad,” said the small boy. 

That's right, sir,” said the man. “‘You’ll be the 
foreign gentleman, I take it, that's really a detective. 
Is there any news of the young mistress, sir ? ” 

“ I come from seeing her at the immediate moment. 
She has passed a satisfactory night.” 

“ We've had police men here,” said the small boy. 
“ That's where the lady was killed. Here by the 
steps. I seen a pig killed once, haven't I, Dad ? ” 

“ Ah ! ” said liis father, unemotionally. 

“ Dad used to kill pigs when he worked on a farm. 
Didn't you, Dad .? I seen a pig killed. I liked it.” 

“ Young 'uns like to see pigs killed,” said the .man, 
as though stating one of the unalterable facts of 
nature. 

“ Shot with a pistol, the lady was,” continued the 
boy. “ She didn't hsfve her throat cut. No 1 ” 

We passed on to the house, and I felt thankful to 
get away from the ghoplish child. 

Poirdt entered the drawing-room, the windows of 
wliich were open and* rang the bell. Ellen, neatly 
attired in black, came in answer to the beU. She 
showed no surprise at seeing us. _ 

Poirot explained that we were here by permissloir 
of Miss Buckley to make a search of the house. 

“ Very good, sir,” 
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*' The police have finished ? " 

" They said they had seen everything they wanted, 
sir. They've been about the garden since very early 
in the morning. I don't know whether they've found 
anything." 

, She was about to leave the room when Poirot 
stopped her with a question. 

" Were yoii very surprised last night when you 
heard Miss Buckley had been shot ? " 

“ Yes, sir, very surprised. Miss Maggie was a nice 
young lady, sir. I can't imagine anyone being so 
wicked as*to want to harm her." 

" If it had been anyone else, you would not have 
been so surprised—eh ? " 

" I don't know what you mean, sir ? " 

" When I came into the hall last night," I said, 
" you asked at Qpce whether anyone had been hurt. 
Were you expecting anything of the kind ? " 

She.was silent. Her fingers pleated a corner of her 
apron. She shook her head and murmured : 

“ You gentlemen wouldn't understand." 

" Yes, yes," said Poirot, " I would understand. 
However fantastic what you may say, I would 
understand." ^ 

She looked at him doubtfulljj, then seemed to make 
up her mind to trust him. 

"You see, sir," she said,•"this isn't a good 
house." 

I was surprised and a little contemptuous. Poirot, 
‘liO^ever, seemed to find the remark not in the least 
unusual. 

" You mean it is an old house." 
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** Yes, sir, not a good house.” 

” You have been here long ? ” 

” Six years, sir. But I was here as a girl. In the 
kitchen as kitchen-maid. That was in the time of old 
Sir Nicholas. It was the same then.” 

Poirot looked at her attentively 
” In an old house,” he said, “ there is sometimes 
an atmosphere of evil.” i 

" That's it, sir,” said Ellen, eagerly. ” Evil. Bad 
thoughts and bad deeds too. It's like dry rot in a 
house, sir, you can't get it out. It's a sort of feeling 
in the air. I always knew something bad would 
happen in this house, some day.” 

” Well, you have been proved right.” 

” Yes, sir.” 

There was a very slight underlying satisfaction in 
her tone, the satisfaction of one whose gloomy 
prognostications have been shown to be correct, 

” But you didn't think it would be Miss Maggie.” 
” No, indeed, I didn't, sir. Nobody hated her — 
I'm sure of it.” 

It seemed to me that in those words was a due. I 
expected Poirot to lollow it up, but to my surprise 
he shifted tpi quite a different subject. 

” You didn't hear j;he shots fired ? ” 

” I Couldn't have told with the fireworks going on. 
Very noisy they wera.” 

” You weren't out watching them ? ” 

” No, I hadn't finished dearing up dinner.” 

” Was the waiter helping you ? ” 

” No, sir, he'd gone out into the garden to have a 
look at the fireworks,” 
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*' But you didn't go." 

" No, sir." 

“ Why was that ? " 

" I wanted to get finished." 

" You don't care for fireworks ? " 

" Oh, yes, sir, it wasn't that. But you see, there's 
two nights of .them, and William and I get the evening 
off lo-morrow'and go down into the town and see 
them from there." 

" I comprehend. And you heard Mademoiselle 
Maggie asking for her coat and unable to find it ? " 

" I heard Miss Nick run upstairs, sir, and jOiss 
Buckley call up from the front hall saying she 
couldn't find something and 1 heard her say, * All 
right—I'll take the shawl- 

" Pardon," Poirot interrupted. " You did not 
endeavour to search for the coat for her—or get it 
from the car where it had been left." 

" I ^lad my work to do, sir." 

" Quite so—and doubtless neither of the two young 
ladies asked you because they thought you were out 
looking at the fireworks ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" So that, other years, you have beer* out looking 
at the fireworks ? " 

A sudden flush came into her pale cheek. 

“ I don't know what you meam, sir. We're always 
allowed to go out into the garden. If I didn't feel 
like it this year, and would rather get on with my 
woik and go to bed, well, that's my business, I 
imagine." 

" Mats out. Mats out, I did not intend to offend 
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you. Why should you not do as you prefer. To make 
a change, it is pleasant." 

He paused and then added : 

" Now another little matter in which I wonder 
whether you can help me. This is an old house. Are 
there, do you know, any secret ciiambers in it ? " 

“ Well—there's a kind of sliding panel—in this 
very room. I remember being shown it as a girl. 
Only I can't remember just now where it is. Or was 
it in the library ? I can't say, I'm sure." 

" Big enough for a person to hide in ? " 

‘^*Oh, no, indeed, sir I A little cupboafrd place— 
a kind of niche. About a foot square, sir, not more 
than that." 

Oh I that is not what I mean at all." 

The blush rose to her face again. 

" If you think I was hiding anywhere—I wasn't! 
I heard Miss N^k run down the stairs and out and I 
heard her cry out—^and I came into the hall to see if 
—if anything was the matter. And that's the gospel 
truth, sir. That's the gospel truth." 



CHAPTER XIII 


LETTERS 

Having successfully got rid of Ellen, Poirot turned 
a somewhat thoughtful face towards me. 

** I wonder now—did she hear those shots ? I 
think she ^did. She heard them, she opened^the 
kitchen door. She heard Nick rush down the stairs 
and out, and she herself came into the hall to find 
out what had happened. That is natural enough. 
But why did she not go out and watch the fireworks 
that evening ? That is what I should like to know, 
Hastings.” • 

" What was your idea in asking about a secret 
hiding* place ? 

A mere fanciful idea that, after all, we might not 
have disposed of J." 

" j ? ’* 

“Yes. The last person on my list. The proble¬ 
matical outsider. Supposing for some* reason con¬ 
nected with Ellen, that J. had ^me to the house last 
night. He (I assume a he) conceals himself in a secret 
chamber in this room. A girl passes through whom 
he takes to be Nick. He foUows her out—and shoots 
hen Non — c*est idiot I And anyway, we know that 
there is no hiding place. Ellen's decision to remain in 
the kitchen last night was a pure hazard. Come, let 
us search for *he will of Mademoiselle Nick." 

147 
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There were no papers in the drawing-room. We 
adjourned to the library, a rather dark room looking 
out on the drive. Here there was a large old-fashioned 
walnut bureau-writing-table. 

It took us some time to go through it. Everything 
was in complete confusion. Bills and receipts were, 
mixed up together. Letters of invitation, letters 
pressing for payment of accounts, letters from friends. 

** We will arrange these papers,” said Poirot, 
sternly, ” with order and method.” 

I}e was as good as his word. Half an hour later, 
he sat back with a pleased expression oh his face. 
Everything was neatly sorted, docketed and filed. 

” Cest hien, ga. One thing is at least to the good. 
We have had to go through everything so thoroughly 
that there is no possibility of our having missed 
anything.” ^ 

” No, indeed. ’ Not that there's been much to find.” 

” Except possibly this.” 

He tossed across a letter. It was written in large 
sprawling handwriting, almost indecipherable. 

” Darling, —ParLy was too too marvellous. Feel 
rather a worm to-day. You were wise not to touch 
that stuff—don't ever start, darling. It's too damned 
hard to give up. I'm writing the boy friend to hurry 
up the supply. What Hell life is I 

” Yours, 

” Freddie.” 

” Dated last February,” said Poirot, thou^t- 
fuUy. ” She takes drugs, of course, I knew that as 
soon as I looked at her.” 
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" Really ? I never suspected such a thing." 

" It is fairly obvious. You have only to look at 
her eyes. And then there are her extraordinary 
variations of mood. Sometimes she is all on edge, 
strung up—sometimes she is lifeless—inert.” 

, "Drug-taking ahects the moral sense, does it 
not ? ” 

" Inevitablj?'. But I do not think Madame Rice is 
a real addict. She is at the beginning—^not the end.” 

" And Nick ? ” 

" There are no signs of it. She may have attej>.ded 
a dope party now and then for fun, but she is no 
taker of drugs.” 

" Fm glad of that.” 

I remembered suddenly what Nick had said about 
Frederica that she was not always herself. Poirot 
nodded and tapj^d the letter he held. 

" This is what she was referring to, undoubtedly. 
WeU, we have drawn the blank, as you say, here. 
Let us go up to Mademoiselle's room.” 

There was a desk in Nick’s room also, but com¬ 
paratively little was kept in it. Here again, there 
was no sign of a will. We found tlie registration book 
of her car and a perfectly good dividenc? warrant of a 
month back. Otherwise ther-* was nothing j^f im¬ 
portance* 

Poirot sighed in an exasperated fashion. 

" The young girls—they are not properly trained 
nowadays. The order, the method, it is left out of 
their bringing up. She is charming, Ma'demoiselle 
Nick, but she is a feather-head. Decidedly she is a 
feather-head.” 
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He was now going through the contents of a chest 
of drawers. 

“ Surely, Poirot," I said, with some embarrass¬ 
ment, " those are underclothes." 

He paused in surprise. 

" And why not, my friend ? " 

" Don’t you think—I mean—we can-hardly-” 

He broke into a roar of laughter. 

" Decidedly, my poor Hastings, you belong to the 
Victorian era. Mademoiselle Nick would tell you so 
if she were here. In all probability she would say that 
you had the mind like the sink ! Young ladies are 
not ashamed of their underclothes nowadays. The 
camisole, the cami-knicker, it is no longer a shameful 
secret. Every day, on the beach, all these garments 
will be discarded within a few feet of you. And why 
not ? " • ' 

“ I don’t see any need for what you are doing." 

“ &coutez, my friend. Clearly, she does net lock 
up her treasures. Mademoiselle Nick. If she wished 
to hide anything from sight—^where would she hide 
it ? Underneath t^e stockings and the petticoats. 
Ah I what have we here ? " 

He held u^p a packet of letters tied with a faded 
pink ribbon. t> 

" The love letters of M. Michael Seton, if I mistake 
not." 

Quite calmly he untied the ribbon and began to 
open out the letters. 

" Poirot," I cried, scandalised. " You really can’t 
do that. It isn’t playing the game." 

" 1 am not playing a game, man ami/' His voice 
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rang out suddenly harsh and stem. */ I am hunting 
down a murderer.” 

“Yes, but private letters- ” 

“ May have nothing to tell me—on the other hand, 
they may. I must take every chance, my friend. 
Come, you might as well read them with me. Two 
pairs of eyes are no worse than one pair. Console 
yourself with the thought that the staunch Ellen 
probably knows them by heart.” 

I did not like it. Still I realised that in Poirot’s 
position h<} could not afford to be squeamish, and I 
consoled myself by the quibble that Nick's last word 
had been, “ Look at anything you like.” 

The letters spread over several dates, beginning 
last winter. 


New Years Liay, 

“ Darling,— ^The New Year is in and I’m making 
good resolutions. It seems too wonderful to be true 
—that you should actually love me. You've made 
all the difference to my life. I believe we both knew 
—from the very first moment WIs met. Happy New 
Year, my lovely girl. 

“ yours for ever, 

“ Michael.” 

February 8ih. 

“ Dearest Love, —How I wish I could see you 
more often. This is pretty rotten, isn't it ? I hate all 
this beastly concealment, but I explained to you how 
things are. I know how much you hate lies and con- 



152 PERIL AT END HOUSE 

cealment. I do.too. But honestly, it might upset the 
whole apple cart. Uncle Matthew has got an absolute 
bee in his bonnet about early marriages and the way 
they wreck a man's career. As though you could 
wreck mine, you dear angel 1 

“ Cheer up, darling. Everything will come right. • 

“ Yours, 

" Michael.” 

March 2nd. 

" I oughtn’t to write to you two days running, I 
know. But I must. When I was up yesterday I 
thought of you. T flew over Scarborough. Blessed, 
blessed, blessed Scarborough—the most wonderful 
place in the world. Darling, you don't know how I 
love you I 

Yours, 

" MiCHApL.” 

April lUh, 

“Dearest, —The, whole thing is fixed up. 
Definitely. If I pull this off (and I shall pull it off) I 
shall be able *to take a firm line with Uncle Matthew 
—and jf he doesn't Kke it—^weU, what do I care ? 
It's adorable of you to be so interested in my long 
technical descriptions of the Albatross. How I long 
to take you up in her. Some day I Don't for goodness' 
sake, worry about me. The thing isn't half so risky 
as it sounds. I simply couldn't get killed now that I 
know you care for me. Everything will be all right, 
sweetheart. Tinst your Michael.” 
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April 20 th. 

" You Angel,— Evt ry word you say is true and I 
shall treasure that letter always. I'm not half good 
enough for you. You are so different from everybody 
else. 1 adore you. 

" Your 

“ Michael." 


The last was undated. 

“ Dearest,— Well—Fm off to-morrow. Feeling 
tremendously keen and excited and absolutely 
certain of success. The old Albatross is all tuned up. 
She won't let me down. 

" Cheer up, sweetheart, and don't worry. There's 
a risk, of course, but all life's risk really. By the 
way, somebody .quid I ought to make a w’ill (tactful 
fellow—^but he meant well), so I have—on a half 
sheet of notepaper—and sent it to old Whitfield. I'd 
no time to go round there. Somebody once told me 
that a man made a will of three words, ‘ AU to 
Mother,' and it was legal all right. My will was 
rather like that—I remembered your name was 
really Magdala, which was clever of me 1 A couple 
of the fellows witnessed it. • . 

Don^t take all this solemn talk about wills to 
heart, will you ? (I didn't mean that pun. An 
accident.) I shall be as right as rain. I'll send you 
telegrams from India and Australia and so on. And 
keep up heart. It*s going to be all right. Bee ? 

" Good-night and God bless you, 


Michael," 
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Poirot folded the letters together again. 

“ You see, Hastings ? I had to read them—^to 
make sure. It is as I told you.** 

“ Surely you could liave found out some other 
way ? ** 

“ No, mon diet, that is just what I could not do., 
It laid to be this way. Wc have now some very 
valuable evidence.’* 

" In what way ? ** 

“ We now know that the fact of Michaers having 
made a will in favour of Madeinoisello Nick is actually 
recorded in writing. Anyone who had read those 
letters would know the tact. And with letters care¬ 
lessly hidden like that, anyone could read them.** 
HUen ? '* 

“ Ellen, almost certainly, I should say. We will 
try a little experiment on her befpre passing out.*' 

'' There is no* sign of the will." 

" No, that is curious. But in all probabilky it is 
thrown on top of a bookcase, or inside a china jar. 
We must try to awaken Mademoiselle's memory on 
that point. At any rate, there is nothing more to be 
found here." 

Ellen was-dusting the haU as we descended. 

Poirot wished her good-morning very pleasantly as 
we passed. He turned back from the front door to 
say: 

"You knew, I suppose, that Miss Buckley was 
engaged to the airman, Michael Seton ? " 

She stared. 

" What ? The one there's all the fuss in the papers 
about ? " 
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" Yes.*' 

'* Well, I never. To think of that. Engaged to 
Miss Nick/' 

'' Complete and absolute surprise registered very 
convincingly/' I remarked, as we got outside. 

. “Yes. It really seemed genuine." 

“ Perhaps it was," I suggested. 

“ And that jacket of letters reclining for months 
under the lingerie ? No, mon ami** 

“ All very well," I thought to myself. “ But we 
are not all Hercule Poirots. We do not all go nosing 
into what does not concern us." 

But I said nothing. 

“ This EUen—she is an enigma," said Poirot. “ I 
do not like it. There is something here that I do not 
understand." 



CHAPTER XIV 


THE MYSTERY OF THE MISSING WILL 

We went straight back to the nursing home. 

Nick looked rather surprised to see us. 

“Yes, Mademoiselle,” said Poirot, answering her 
look. “ I am like the Jack in the Case. I pop up 
again. To begin with I will tell you that I have put 
the order in your affairs. Everything is now neatly 
arranged.” 

“ Well, I expect it was about time,” said Nick, 
unable to help smiling. “ Are you very tidy; M. 
Poirot ? ” 

“ Ask my friend Hastings here.” *- 

The girl turned an inquiring gaze on me. 

I detailed some of Poirot's minor peculiarities— 
toast that had to be made from a square loaf—eggs 
matching in size—his objection to golf as a game 
“ shapeless and haphazard,” whose only redeeming 
featui;e was the tee bexes 1 I ended by telling her the 
famous case which Poirot had solved by his habit 
of straightening ornaments on the mantelpiece. 

Poirot sat by smiling. 

“ He makes the good tale of it, yes,” he said, when 
I had finished. “ But on the whole it is true. Figure 
to yourself, Mademoiselle, that I never cease trying 
to persuade Hastings to part his hair in the middle 
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instead of on the side. See what an air, lop-sided and 
unsymmetrical, it gives him." 

" Then yon must disapprove of me, M. Poirot," 
said Nick. I wear a side parting. And you must 
approve of Freddie who parts her hair in the middle." 
, " He was certainly admiring her the other evening," 
I put in maliciously. " Now I know the reason." 

" Cest assez*/* said Poirot. "lam here on serious 
business. Mademoiselle, this will of yours, I find it 
not." 

" Oh ! " She wrinkled her brows. " But does it 
matter so much ? After all, I'm not dead. And^wills 
aren't really important till you are dead, are they ? " 

" That is correct. All the same, I interest myself 
in this will of yours. I have various little ideas con¬ 
cerning it. Think, Mademoiselle. Try to remember 
where you placejJ it—where you saw it last ? " 

" I don't suppose I put it anywhere particular," 
said Nick. " I never do put things in places. I 
probably shoved it into a drawer." 

" You did not put it in the secret panel by any 
chance ? " 

" The secret what ? " 

" Your maid, Ellen, says that there is a secret 
panel in the drawing-room or Jhe library." 

" Nonsense," said Nick. " I've never heard of such 
a thing. Ellen said so ? " ’ 

" Mats out. It seems she was in service at End 
House as a young girl. The cook showed it to her." 

" It's the first I've ever heard of it. T suppose 
Grandfather must have knowm about it, buX, if so, 
he didn't tell me. And I'm sure he would have told 



158 PERIL AT END HOUSE 

me. M. Poirot, are you sure Ellen isn't making it 
aU up ? " 

“ No, Mademoiselle, I am not at all sure ! II me 
semble that there is something—odd about this Ellen 
of yours." 

" Oh ! I wouldn't call her odd. William's a half-, 
wit, and the child is a nasty little brute, but Ellen's 
all right. The essence of respectability." 

" Did you give her leave to go out and see the 
fireworks last night, Mademoiselle ? " 

" Of course. I'hey always do. They clear up 
afterwards." 

" Yet she did not go out.” 

" Oh, yes, she did." 

" How do you know. Mademoiselle ? ” 

" Well—well—I suppose I don't know. I told her 
to go and she thanked me—^and so, of course, I 
assumed that she did go." 

" On the contiary—she remained in the bouse." 

" But—how very odd 1 " 

" You think it odd ? " 

" Yes, I do. I’m sure she's never done such a thing 
before. Did she saj why ? " 

" She did vot tell me the real reason—of that lam 
sure." 

Nick looked at him questioningly. 

" Is it—important ? " 

Poirot flung out his hands. 

" That is just what I cannot say. Mademoiselle. 
Cest curieux, I leave it like that." 

" This panel business too,” said Nick, reflectively. 
" I can't help thinking that's frightfully queer—and 
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unconvincing. Did she show you virhere it Was?*" 

" She said she couldn't remember." 

" I don't believe there is such a thing." 

" It certainly looks like it." 

" She must be going batty, poor thing." 

" She certainly recounts the histories I She said 
also that End House was not a good house to live in." 

Nick gave a little shiver. 

" Perhaps she’s right there," she said slowly. 
“ Sometimes I've felt that way myself. There's a 
queer feeling in that house. ..." 

Her eyes grew large and dark. They had a fated 
look. Poirot hastened to recall her to other topics. 

" We have wandered from our subject. Made¬ 
moiselle. The wiU. The last will and testament of 
Magdala Buckley." 

" I put that,i>' said Nick, with some pride. " I 
remember putting that, and I said pay aU debts and 
testamentary expenses. I remembered that out of a 
book I'd read." 

" You did not use a will form, then ? " 

" No, there wasn't time for that. I was just going 
off to the nursing home, and besides Mr. Croft said 
will forms were very dangerous. It Vas better to 
make a simple will and not tf?y to be too legal." 

".M. Croft ? He was there J " 

" Yes. It was he who asked me if I'd made one. 
I'd never have thought of it myself. He said if you 
died in—^in- 

" Intestate," I said. 

“ Yes, that's it. He said if you died intestate, the 
Crown pinched a lot and that would be a pity." 

F 
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" Very helpful, the excellent M. Croft I " 

Oh, he was,” said Nick wannly. ” He got Ellen 
in and her husband to witness it. Oh I of course 1 
What an idiot I've been I ” 

We looked at her inquiringly. 

** I've been a perfect idiot. Letting you hunt- 
round End House. Charles has got it, of course 1 
My cousin, Charles Vyse.” 

” Ah ! so that is the explanation.” 

” Mr. Croft said a la^v 3 ^er was the proper person to 
have charge of it.” 

” Tris correcte, ce bon M. Croft'* 

” Men are useful sometimes,” said Nick. ” A 
lawyer or the Bank—that's what he said. And I said 
Charles would be best. So we stuck it in an envelope 
and sent it off to him straight away.” 

She lay back on her pillows with a sigh. 

“I'm sorry I've been so frightfully stupid. But it is 
all right now. Charles has got it, and if you 
really want to see it, of course he'll show it to 
you.” 

“ Not without an authorisation from you,” said 
Poirot, smiling. 

“ How siUy.” 

“ No, Mademoiselle. Merely prudent.” 

“ Well, I think it'§ silly.” She took a piece of 
paper from a little stack that lay beside her bed. 
“ What shall I say ? Let the dog see the rabbit ? ” 

“ Comment ? ” 

I laughed at his startled face. 

He dictated a form of words, and Nick wrote 
obediently. 



PERIL AT END HOUSE i6i 

** Thank you. Mademoiselle,” said Poirot, as he 
took it. 

” Fm sorry to have given you such a lot of trouble. 
But I reaHy had forgotten. You know how one 
forgets things almost at once ? ” 

” With order and method in the mind one does 
not forget.”- 

” I'll have’to have a course of some kind,” said 
Nick. ” You're giving me quite an inferiority 
complex.” 

” That is impossible. Aurevoir, Mademoiselle** He 
looked round the room. ” Your flowers are 15vely.” 

” Aren't they ? The carnations are from Freddie 
and the roses from George and the lilies from Jim 
Lazarus. And look here-” 

She pulled the wrapping from a large basket of 
hothouse grape^ by her side. 

Poirot's face changed. He stepped forward 
sharply. 

” You have not eaten any of them ? ” 

” Nb. Not yet.” 

” Do not do so. You must eat nothing, Mademoi¬ 
selle, that comes in from outride. Nothing, You 
comprehend ? ” 

” Oh 1 

She sjtared at him, the colour ebbing slowly from 
her face. 

” I see. You think—^you think it isn’t over yet. 
You think that they're still trying ? ” she whispered. 

He took her hand. 

” Do not think of it. You are safe here;* But re¬ 
member—^nothing that comes in from outside.” 
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I was conscious of that white frightened face on 
the pillow as we left the room, 

Poirot looked at his watch, 

“ Bon. We have just time to catch M. Vyse at his 
office before he leaves it for lunch/' 

On arrival we were shown into Charles Vyse's. 
office after the briefest of delays. 

The young lawyer rose to greet usl He was as 
formal and unemotional as ever. 

** Good-moming, M. Poirot. What can I do for 
you ? " 

Without more ado Poirot presented the letter Nick 
had written. He took it and read it, then gazed over 
the top of it at us in a perplexed manner. 

“ I beg your pardon. I really am at a loss to under¬ 
stand ? " 

“Has not Mademoiselle Buckley i^jade her meaning 
clear ? " 

“ In this letter," he tapped it with his finger-nail, 
“ she asks me to hand over to you a will made by 
her and entrusted to my keeping in February last." 

“ Yes, Monsieur." 

" But, my dear sii, no will has been entrusted to 
my keeping!" 

“ Comment ?” 

“ As far as I know my cousin never made a will. 

I certainly never made one for her." 

“ She wrote this herself, I understand, on a sheet 
of notepaper and posted it to you." 

The lawyer shook his head. 

" In that case all I can say is that I never received 
it." 
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Really, M. Vyse- 

" I never received anything of the kind, M. 
Poirot.” ' 

There wsis a pause, then Poirot rose to his feet. 

” In that case, M. Vyse, there is nothing more to 
be said. There must be some mistake.” 

” Certainly there must be some mistake.” 

He rose also. 

” Good-day, M. Vyse.” 

” Good-day. M. Poirot.” 

” And that is that,” I remarked, when we were out 
in the street once more. 

” Pfdcisiment,” 

” Is he lying, do you think ? ” 

” Impossible to tell. He has the good poker face, 
M. Vyse, besides looking as though he had swallowed 
orie. One thing«is clear, he will not budge from the 
position he has taken up. He never received the will. 
That-is his point.” 

” Surely Nick will have a written acknowledgment 
of itsTeceipt.” 

” Cette petite, she would never bother her head 
about a thing like that. She cfespatched it. It was 
off her mind. Voild. Besides, on tha^? very day, she 
went into a nursing home to have her appendix out. 
She had her emotions, in all probability.” 

” Well, what do we do now ? ” 

” Parhleu, we go and see M. Croft. Let us see what 
he can remember about this business. It seems to 
have been very much his doing.”' 

” He didn't profit by it in any way,V I said, 
thoughtfully. 
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" No. No, I cannot see anything in it from his 
point of view. He is probably merely the busybody 
—^the man who likes to arrange his neighbour's 
affairs." ' 

Such an attitude was indeed typical of Mr. Croft, 

I felt. He was the kindly knowall who causes so- 
much exasperation in this world of ours. 

We found him busy in his shirt sleeves over a 
steaming pot in the kitchen. A most savoury smell 
pervaded the little lodge. 

He relinquished his cookery with enthusiasm, 
being clearly eager to talk about the murder. 

** Half a jiffy," he said, " Walk upstairs. Mother 
will want to be in on this. She'd never forgive us for 
talking down here. Cooee—Milly. Two friends 
coming up." 

Mrs. Croft greeted us warmly ainl was eager for 
news of Nick. I liked her much better than her 
husband. 

" That poor dear girl," she said. " In a nursing 
home, you say ? Had a complete breakdown, I 
shouldn't wonder. A dreadful business, M. Poirot— 
perfectly dreadful. An innocent young girl like that 
shot dead. It doesn't bear thinking about—it 
doesn't indeed. And no lawless wild part of the 
world either. Right here in the heart of the . old 
country. Kept me awake all night, it did." 

" It's made me nervous about going out and 
leaving you, old lady," said her husband, who had 
put on his coat arid joined us. " I don't like to think 
of your-having been left all alone here yesterday 
evening. It gives me the shivers." 
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" You're not going to leave me again, I can Ujl 
you," said Mrs. Croft. "Not after'dark, an 3 ^way. 
And I'm thinking I'd like to leave this part of the 
world as so^^n as possible. I shall never feel the same 
about it. I shouldn't think poor Nicky Buckley could 
. ever bear to sleep in that house again." 

It was a little difi&cult to reach the object of our 
visit. Both Mr. and Mrs. Croft talked so much and 
were so anxious to know all about everything. Were 
the poor dead girl's relations coming down ? When 
was the funeral ? Was there to be an inquest ? What 
did the police think ? Had they any clue yet-? Was 
it true that a man had been arrested in Plymouth ? 

Then, having answered all these questions, they 
were insistent on offering us lunch. Only Poirot’s 
mendacious statement that we were obliged to hurry 
back to lunch vjth the Chief Constable saved us. 

At last a momentary jiause occurred and Poirot 
got ii)J:he question he had been waiting to ask. 

" Wliy, of course," said Mr. Croft. He pulled the 
blind ^ord up and down twice, frowning at it 
abstractedly. " I remember all about it. Must have 
been when we first came here. T remember. Appendi¬ 
citis—that's what the doctor said— 

" And probably not appepdicitis at all^" inter¬ 
rupted Mrs. Croft. " These doctors—they always like 
cutting you up if they can. Tt wasn't the kind you 
have to operate on anyhow. She'd had indigestion 
and one thing and another, and they'd X-rayed her 
and they said out it had better come. And there she 
was, poor little soul, just going off to one of those 
nasty Homes," 
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" I just asked her/' said Mr. Croft, “ if she'd made 
a will. More as a joke than anything else." 

" Yes ? " 

" And she wrote it out then and there. Talked 
about getting a will form at the post office—^but I 
advised her not to. Lot of trouble they cause some- . 
times, so a man told me. Anyway, her cousin is a 
lawyer. He could draw her out a proper one after¬ 
wards if everything was all right—as, of course, I 
knew it would be. This was just a precautionary 
matter." 

" Wiio witnessed it ? " 

" Oh 1 Ellen, the maid, and her husband." 

" And afterwards ? What was done with it ? " 

“ Oh ! we posted it to Vyse. The lawyer, you 
know.” 

" You know that it was posted P^/' 

" My dear M. Poirot, I posted it myself. Right in 
this box here by the gate." 

" So if M. Vyse says he never got it-" 

Croft stared. 

" Do you mean that it got lost in the post ? Oh 1 
but surely that's impossible.” 

" Anyway, you are certain that you posted it." 

" Certain sure," said Mr. Croft, heartily. " I'll 
take my oath on that any day.” 

" Ah ! well," said IPoirot. " Fortunately it does 
not matter. Madeinoiselle is not likely to die just yet 
awhile." 

** Et voilit I " said Poirot, when we were out of 
earshot and walking down to the hotel. " Who is 
lying ? M. Croft ? Or M. Charles Vyse ? I must 
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confess I see no reason why M. Croft should be lying. 
To suppress the will would be of no advantage 
him—especially when he had been instrumental in 
getting it *raade. No, his statement seems dear 
enough and tallies exactly with what was told us by 
Mademoiselle Nick. But all the same-" 

“ Yeg?"- 

" All the same, I am glad that M. Croft was doing 
the cooking when we arrived. He left an excellent 
Impression of a greasy thumb and first finger on a 
corner of. the newspaper that covered the kitchen 
table. I managed to tear it off unseen by him. We 
will send it to our good friend Inspector Japp of 
Scotland Yard. There is just a chance that he might 
know something about it." 

“ Yes ? " 

‘“You know, blastings, I cannot help feeling that 
our genial M. Croft is a little too good to be genuine." 

“ A*lid now," he added. “ Le ddjeuner. I faint 
with hunger." 



CHAPTER XV 


STRANGE BEHAVIOUR OF FREDERICA 

Poirot’s inventions about the Chief Constable were 
proved not to have been so mendacious alter all. 
Colonel Weston called upon us soon after lunch. 

He was a tall man of military carriage with con¬ 
siderable good-looks. He had a suitable reverence 
for Poirot’s achievetnents, with which he seemed to 
be well acquainted. 

“ Marvellous piece of luck for us having you down 
here, M. Poirot,” he said again and again. 

His one fear was that he should.be compelled to 
call in the assistance of Scotland Yard. He was 
anxious to solve the mystery and catch the criminal 
without their aid. Hence his delight at Poirot's 
presence in the neighbourhood. 

Poirot, so far as I could judge, took him completely 
into his confidence. ** 

“ Deuced odd business,” said the Colonel. " Never 
heard of anything like-it. Well, the girl ought to be 
safe enough in a nursing home. Still, you can't heep 
her there for ever I ” 

'* That, M. le Colonel, is just the difficulty. There 
is only one way of dealing with it.” 

” And that is ? ” 

” We •fnust lay our hands on the person respon¬ 
sible.” 
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" If what you suspect is true, that isn't going to- 
be so easy." 

" Ah ! p le sais Men/* 

" Evidei^e I Getting evidence is going to be the 
devil." 

He frowned abstractedly. 

" Always , difficult, these cases, where there's no 
routine Vork; • If we could get hold of the pistol-" 

" In all probability it is at the bottom of the sea. 
That is, if the murderer had any sense." 

" Ah I " said Colonel Weston. " But often they 
haven't. You'd be surprised at the fool things people 
do. I'm not talking of murders—we don't have 
many murders down in these parts, I’m glad to say 
—^but in ordinary police court cases. The sheer damn 
foolishness of these people would surprise you." 

•" They are o^a different mentality, though." 

" Yes—^perhaps. If Vyse is the chap, well, we’ll 
have Qur work cut out. He's a cautious man and a 
sound lawyer. He'll not give himself away. The 
woniM—well, there would be more hope there. 
Ten to one she'll try again. Women have no 
patience." 

• He rose. 

" Inquest to-morrow morning. Coroner will work 
in with us and give away as little as possible. We 
want to keep things dark at present." 

He was turning towards the door when he suddenly 
came back. 

" Upon my soul, I'd forgotten the very thing that^ 
will interest you most, and that I want your opinion 
about." 



170 PERIL AT END HOUSE 

Sitting down again, he drew from his pocket a tom 
scrap of paper with writing on it and handed it to 
Poirot. 

“ My police found this when they were searching 
the grounds. Not far from where you were all 
watching the fireworks. It*s the only suggestive thing 
they did find.” 

Poirot smoothed it out. The writing was large and 
straggling. 

”... must have money at once. If not you . 
what will happen. Vm warning you'* 

Poirot frowned. He read and re-read it. 

” This is interesting,” he said. ” I may keep it ? ” 

” Certainly. There are no fingerprints on it. I'll be 
glad if you can make anything of i^.” 

Colonel Weston got to his feet again. 

” I really must be off. Inquest to-morrow, as I 
said. By the way, you are not being called as witness 
—only Captain Hastings. Don't want the **ews- 
paper people to get wise to your being on the 
job.” 

” I comprehend. What of the relations of the poor 
young lady ? ^ 

” The lather and mother are coming from York¬ 
shire to-day. They'll arrive about half-past five. 
Poor souls. I'm heartily sorry for them. They are 
taking the body back with them the following day.” 

He shook his head. 

” Unpleasant business. I'm not enjojdng this, 
M. Poirot.” 
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Who could, M. le Colonel ? It is, as you say, aa^. 
unpleasant business/' • ' 

When h.e had gone, Poirot examined the scra|> of 
paper once^ more. 

“ An important clue ? ” I asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

“ How can one tell ? There is a hint of blackmail 
about it I Someone of our party that night was being 
pressed for money in a very unpleasant way. Of 
course, it is possible that it was one of the strangers." 

He looked at the writing through a little magnify¬ 
ing glass." • 

" Does this writing look at all familiar to you, 
Hastings ? " 

" It reminds me a little of something—^Ah ! I have 
it—that note of Mrs. Rice's." 

."Yes," said Poirot, slowly. "There are resem¬ 
blances. Decidedly there are resemblances. It is 
curious. Yet I do not think that this is the writing 
of Madame Rice. Come in," he said, as a knock 
cam«it the door. 

It was Commander Challenger. 

" Just looked in," he explained. " Wanted to know 
if you were any further forward.” 

" Parbleu” said Poirot. " At this moment I am 
feeling that I am considerably further bac^. I seem 
to progress en reculant” * 

" That's bad. But I don't really believe it, M. 
Poirot, I've been hearing all about you and what a 
wonderful chap you are. Never had a failure, thejt^ 
say." 

" That is not true," said Poirot. " I had a bad 
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^iailure in Belgium in 1893. You recollect, Hastings ? 
I tecounted it to you. The affair of the box of choco¬ 
lates." 

" I remember," I said. 

And I smiled, for at the time that Poirot told me 
that tale, he had instructed me to say " chocolate 
box " to him if ever I should fancy he was growing 
conceited 1 He was then bitterly offended virhen I 
used the magical words only a minute and a quarter 
later. 

" Oh, well," said Challenger, " that is such a 
long time ago it hardly counts. You are going to get 
to the bottom of this, aren't you ? " 

" That I swear. On the word of Hercule Poirot. 
I am the dog who stays on the scent and does not 
leave it." 

“ Good. Got any ideas ? " 

" I have suspicions of two people." 

" I suppose I mustn't ask who they are ? " 

" I should not tell you 1 You see, I might possibly 
be in error." « 

" My alibi is satisfactory, I trust," said Challenger, 
with a faint twinkle., 

Poirot smiled indulgently at the bronzed face in 
front of him. " You left Devonport at a few minutes 
past 8.30! You arrived*nere at five minutes past ten 
—^twenty minutes after the crime had been com¬ 
mitted. But the distance from Devonport is only just 
over thirty miles, and you have often done it in an 
hour since the road is good. So, you see, your alibi 
is not good at all 1" 

" Well. I'm 
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“You comprehend, I inquire into ever3rthing. 
Your alibi, as I say, is not good. But there are other 
things beside alibis. You would like, I think, ^ to 
many Mademoiselle Nick ? ” 

Tte sailor’s face flushed. 

“ I've always wanted to marry her," he said 
’ huskily. 

“ Pr^iseljr. Eh hien —^Mademoiselle Nick was 
engaged to another man. A reason, perhaps, for 
killing the other man. But that is unnecessary— 
he dies the death of a hero." 

“ So it is true—^that Nick was engaged to Michael 
Seton ? There’s a rumour to that effect all over the 
town this morning.’’ 

“ Yes—^it is interesting how soon news spreads. 
You never suspected it before ? *’ 

“ I knew Nick was engaged to someone—she told 
me so two days^igo. But she didn’t give me a clue 
as to whom it was.*’ 

“ It* was Michael Seton. Entre nous, he has left 
her, I fancy, a very pretty fortune. Ah I assuredly, 
it is not a moment for killing Mademoiselle Nick— 
from your point of view. She weeps for her lover 
now, but the heart consoles itself. She is young. 
And I think. Monsieur, that she itf very fond of 
you. . . .*• 

Challenger was silent for a moment or two. 

“ If it should be. . . he murmured. 

There was a tap on the door.. 

It was Frederica Rice. 

“ I've been looking for you,’’ she said tS" 
Challenger. “ They told me you were’ ‘here. I 
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wanted to know if you'd got my wrist-watch back 
yet." 

Oh, yes, I called for it this morning.'’ 

He took it from his pocket and handed it to her. 
It was a watch of rather an unusual shape—^round, 
like a globe, set on a strap of plain black jnoirfi, 
I remembered that I had seen one much the same 
shape on Nick Buckley's wrist. 

" I hope it will keep better time now." 

“ It's rather a bore. Something is alwars going 
wrong with it." 

“It is for beauty, Madame, and not for utility," 
said Poirot. 

“ Can't one have both ? " She looked from one 
to the othef of us. “Am I interruptirg a confer¬ 
ence?" 

“ No, indeed, Madame. We were talkmg the gossip 
—not the crime. We were saying how quickly news 
spreads—^how that everyone now knows that 
Mademoiselle Nick was engaged to that brave airman 
who perished." 

“ So Nick was engaged to Michael Seton"*^!'' ex¬ 
claimed Frederica. 

“ It surprises you, Madame ? " 

“ It does a little. I don't know why. Certainly I 
did think he was very*taken with her last autumn. 
They went about a lot together. And then, after 
Christmas, they both seemed to cool off. As far as I 
know, they hardly met." 

The secret, they kept it very well." 

“ That was because of old Sir Matthew, I suppose. 
He was really a little off his head, I think." 
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You had no suspicion, Madame ? And yet 
Mademoiselle was such an intimate friend.** 

“ Nick's a close little devil when she likes,*' mur¬ 
mured Frederica. “ But I understand now why she's 
been so nervy lately. Oh 1 and I ought to have 
guessed from something she said only the other day.'* 

“Your little friend is very attractive, Madame." 

“ OH Jim Lazarus used to think so at one time," 
said Challenger, with bis loud, rather tactless laugh. 

“ Oh \ Jim-" She shrugged her shoulders, but 

I thought she was annoyed. 

She turned to Poirot. 

“ Tell me, M. Poirot, did you-? ** 

She stopped. Her tall figure swayed and her face 
turned whiter still. Her eyes were fixed on the centre 
of the table. 

“ You are not well, Madame." 

1 pushed foiwmrd a chair, helped her to sink into 
it. She shook her head, murmured, “ I*m aU right,** 
and lefined forward, her face between her hands. We 
watched her awkwardly. 

She sat up in a minute. 

“ How absurd! George, darling, don't look so 
worried. Let's talk about murders. Something 
exciting. I want to know if M. Pdlrot is on the 
track." 

** ft is early to say, Madame," said Poirot, non¬ 
committally. 

" But you have ideas—^yes ? *' 

“ Perhaps. But I need a great dealmorpevidenee^^ 

“ Oh 1 ** She sounded uncertain. 

Suddenly she rose. 
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IVe got a head. I think 1*11 go and lie down. 
Perhaps to-morrow they*ll let me see Nick.** 

She left the room abruptly. Challenger frovned. 

" You never know what that woman's up to. Nick 
may have been fond of her, but I don't'^belie^e she 
was fond of Nick. But there, you can't teL with 
women. It's darling—darling—darling—all tie time 
—and ' damn you * would probably express it much 
better. Are you going out, M. Poirot ? " Fcr Poirot 
had risen and was carefully brushing a speck off his 
hat. 

Yes, I am going into the town.** 

** I've got nothing to do. May I come with you." 

" Assuredly. It will be a pleasure." 

We left the room. Poirot, with an apology, went 
back. 

" My stick," he explained, as he rejoined us. 

Challenger winced slightly. And indeed the stick, 
wii h its embossed gold band, was somewhat ornate. 

Poirot's first visit was to a flofist. * 

" I must send some flowers to Mademoiselle Nick," 
he explained. 

He proved difficult to suit. 

In the end he chose an ornate gold basket to bp 
filled with orahge carnations. The whole to be tied 
up with a' large blue b®w. 

The shopwoman gave him a card and he wrotp on 
it with a flourish: " With the Compliments of 
Hercule Poirot." 

..."i sent , her some flowers this morning," said 
Challenger. " I might send her some fruit." 

" Inutile 1 " said Poirot. 
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What ? " 

“ I said it was useless. The eatables—^it is not 
permitted."* 

VTio ia^s so ? ” 

“ T say so. I have made the rule. It has already 
,been impressed on Mademoiselle Nick. She under¬ 
stands." 

** Good Lord I *' said Challenger. 

He looked thoroughly startled. He stared at 
Poirot curiously. 

" So that's it. is it ? *' he said. “ You're still— 
afraid." 



CHAPTER XVI 


INTERVIEW WITH MR. WHITFIELD 

_ f 

The inquest was a dry proceeding—mere bafe bones. 
There was evidence of identification, then I gave 
evidence of the finding of the body. Medical evidence 
followed. 

The inquest was adjourned for a week. 

The St. Loo murder had jumped into prominence 
in the daily press. It had, in fact, succeeded “ Seton 
Still Missing. Unknown Fate of Missing Airman.*' 
Now that Seton was dead and due tribute had 
been paid to his memory, a new sensation was due. 
The St. Loo Mystery was a godsend to papers at their 
wits* end for news in the month of August.* 

After the inquest, having successfully dodged 
reporters, I met Poirot, and we had an i»t;rview 
with the Rev. Giles Buckley and his wife. 

Maggie's father and mother were a charming pair, 
completely unworldly and unsophisticated. 

Mrs. Buckley was a woman of character, tall and 
fair and showing very plainly her northern ancestry. 
Her husband was a small man, grey-headed, with a 
diffident appealing manner. 

5oor souls, they were completely dazed by the 
*'misfortune’ that had overtaken them and robbed 
them of a well-beloved daughter. “ Our Maggie," as 
they called her. 
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'* I can scarcely realise it even now/* said Mr. 
Buckley. Such a dear child, M. Poirot. So quiet 
and unselfish—always thinking of others. Who could 
wish to harpi her ? ** 

“ I could hardly understand the telegram,** said 
•Mrs. Buckley. “ V\^y, it was only the morning before 
that we had seen her off.** 

“ In the midst of life we are in death/* murmured 
her husband. 

“ Colonel Weston has been veiy kind/* said Mrs. 
Buckley. “ He assures us that everything is being 
done to find the man who did this thing. He must 
be a madman. No other explanation is possible.*' 
Madame, I cannot tell you how I sympathise with 
you in your loss—and how I admire your bravery ! " 

" Breaking down would not bring Maggie back to 
us*** said Mrs. i^ckley, sadly. 

“ My wife is wonderful/* said the clergyman. “ Her 
faith and courage ajre greater than mine. It is all so— 
so bewildering, M. Poirot." 

" Krflow—I know. Monsieur." 


" You are a great detective, M. Poirot ? ** said Mrs. 
Buckley. 

"It has been said, Madame." 

" Oh ! I know. Even in our remote country 
village we have heard of you. ^ You are going to find 
out the‘truth, M. Poirot ? " 

" I shall not rest until I do, Madame." 


" It will be revealed to you, M. Poirot," quav^jed 
the clergyman. " Evil cannot go unpunished.** 

" Evil never goes unpunished, Monsieur. But the 


punishment is sometimes secret/* 
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'* What do you mean by that, M. Poirot ? 

Poirot only shook his head. 

** Poor little Nick," said Mrs. Buckley. “ I am 
really sorriest of aU for her. I had a most pathetic 
letter. She says she feels she asked Maggie down here 
to her death.” 

“ That is morbid," said Mr. Buckley. 

" Yes, but I know how she feels. I wish th^ would 
let me see her. It seems so extraordinary not to let 
her own family visit her." 

" Doctors and nurses are very strict," said Poirot, 
evasivc?iy. " They make the rules—so—^and nothing 
will change them. And doubtless they fear for her 
the emotion—^the natural emotion—she would ex¬ 
perience on seeing you," 

" Perhaps," said Mrs. Buckley, doubtfully. " But 
I don’t hold with nursing homes.^ Nick would do 
much better if they let her come back with me— 
right away from this place." 

" It is possible—^but I fear they will not agree. It 
is long since you have seen Mademoiselle Bu(Sfelcy ? " 

" I haven’t seen her since last autumn. She was at 
Scarborough. Maggie went over and spent the day 
with her and then she came back and spent a night 
with us. She's a pretty creature—though I can't say 
I like her friends. And the life she leads—^well, it's 
hardly her fault, poor child. She's had no upbringing 
of any kind." 

It is a strange house—^End House," said Poirot, 
^thoughtfully. 

" I don't like it," said Mrs. Buckley. " I never 
have. There's something all wrong about that house. 
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I disliked old Sir Nicholas intensely. He made me 
shiver." 

“ Not a-good man, I'm afraid," said her husband. 
" But he hid a curious charm." 

" I never felt it," said Mrs. Buckley. " There’s an 
'evil feeling about that house. I wish we’d never let 
our Maggie.go there." 

" Ah 1 wisliing," said Mr. Buckley, and shook his 
head. 

" Well," said Poirot. " I must not intrude upon 
you any Icyiger. I only wished to proffer ter you iny 
deep sympathy." 

" You have been very kind, M. Poirot, And we are 
indeed grateful for all you are doing.” 

" You return to Yorkshire—when ? " 

" To-morrow. A sad journey. Good-bye, M. 
Poirot, and thai^t you again." 

“ Very simple delightful people," I said, after we 
had left. 

Poirot nodded. 

" iSakes the heart ache, does it not, mon ami ? A 
tragedy so useless—so purposeless. Cette jeune fille — 
Ah 1 but I reproach myself bitterly. I, Hcrcule Poirot, 
was on the spot and I did not preveift the crime !" 

'' Nobody could have prevented it." 

" You speak without reflection, Hastings. No 
ordinary person could have prevented it—^but of 
what good is it to be Hercule Poirot with grey cells 
of a finer quality than other people’s, if you dOr/^t 
manage to do what ordinary people cannot ? " 

" Well, of course," I said. " If you are going to put 
it like that-" 
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“ Yes, indeed. I am abashed, downhearted— 
completely abased." 

I reflected that Poirot's abasement was strangely 
like other people's conceit, but I prudejitly forebore 
from making any remark. 

“ And now," he said, “ en avant. To London** 
London ? " • . 

" Mais oui. We shall catch the two o'clock train 
very comfortably. AU is peaceful here. Mademoiselle 
is safe in the nursing home. No one can harm her. 
The watchdogs, therefore, can take leave.of absence. 
There are one or two little pieces of information that 
I require." 

Our first proceeding on arriving in London was to 
call upon the late Captain Seton's solicitors, Messrs. 
Whitfield, Pargiter & Whitfield. 

Poirot had arranged for an appointment before¬ 
hand, and although it was past six o'clock, we were 
soon closeted with Mr. Whitfield, the head of the 
firm. 

He was a very urbane and impressive person. He 
had in front of him a letter from the Chief Constable 
and another from some high oflicial at Scotland Yard. 

" This is air very irregular and unusual, M.—^ah— 
Poirot," ^rie said, as 1» polished his eyeglasses. 

“ Quite so, M. Whitfield. But then murder is also 
irregular—^and, I am glad to say, sufficiently 
unusual." 

True. .True. But rather far-fetched—^to make a 
connection between this murder and my late client's 
bequest—eh ? " 

" I think not." 



PERIL AT END HOUSE 183 

" Ah I you think not. Well—under the circum¬ 
stances—^and I must admit that Sir Henry puts, it 
very strongly in his letter—I shall be—er—Chappy 
to do anything that is in my power." 

'* You. acted as legal adviser to the late Captain 
Seton ? " 

“ To all the Seton family, my dear sir. We have 
done so~our firm have done so, I mean— for the 
last hundred years." 

" Parfaitement. The late Sir Matthew Seton made 
a wiU ? ” 

" We made it for him." 

" And he left his fortune—^how ? " 

" There were several bequests—one to the Natural 
History Museum—but the bulk of his large—^his, I 
may say, very large fortune—^he left to Captain 
Michael Seton aljjsolutely. He had no other near 
relations." 

" A very large fortune, you say ? " 

" The late Sir Matthew was the second richest man 
in Eif^lcftid," replied Mr. Whitfield, composedly. 

" He had somewhat peculiar views, had he not ? " 

Mr. Whitfield looked at him severely. 

■" A millionaire, M. Poirot, is afiowed to be 
eccentric. It is almost expected of him." ^ 

Poirot received this correction meekly and asked 
another question. 

" His death was unexpected, I understand ? " 

" Most unexpected. Sir Matthew enjoyecr*^- 
markably good health. He had an'internal growth, 
however, which no one had suspected. It peached 
a vital tissue and an immediate .operation was 
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necessary. The operation was, as always on these 
occasions, completely successful. But Sir Matthew 
died.'* 

“ And his fortune passed to Captain^,Seton.** 

“ That is so."' 

Captain Seton had, I understand, made a will 
before leaving England ? '* 

“ If you can caU it a will—^yes,*' said Mr. Whitfield, 
with strong distaste. 

'' It is legal ? '' 

“It is perfectly legal. The intention of the tes* 
tator is' plain and it is properly witnessed. Oh, yes, 
it is legal.” 

“ But you do not approve of it ? “ 

“ My dear sir, what are we for ? “ 

I had often wondered. Having once had occasion 
to make a perfectly simple will njyself, I had been 
appalled at the length and verbiage that resulted 
from my solicitor's office. 

“ The truth of the matter was,” continued Mr. 
Whitfield, “ that at the time Captain Seton Rad little 
or nothing to leave. He was dependent on the 
allowance he receded from his uncle. He felt, I 
suppose, that‘anything would do.” 

And h*J thought Qprrectly, I whispered to my¬ 
self. ^ 

“ And the terms of this will ? ” asked Poirot. 

“ He leaves everything of which he dies possessed 
tcj^iis affianced wife, Miss Magdala Buckley ab¬ 
solutely. fie namee me as his executor.” 

“ Then Miss Buckley inherits ? ” 

“ Certainly Miss Buckley inherits.” 



PERIL AT END HOUSE 185 

'* And if Miss Buckley had happened to die last 
Monday ? " 

“Captain Seton having predeceased her, the 
money would go to whoever she had named in her 
will as residuary legatee—or failing a will to her' 
next of kin.“ 

“ I m^y sAy/' added Mr. Whitfield, with an air of 
enjoyment, “ that the death duties would have been 
enormous. Enormous ! Three deaths, remember, in 
rapid succession." He shook his head. “ Enormousl" 

“ But there would have been something left ? " 
murmured Poirot, meekly. 

“ My dear sir, as I told you, Sir Matthew was the 
second richest man in England.” 

Poirot rose. 

” Thank you, Mr. Whitfield, very much for the 
information that^jj^ou have given me.” 

“ Not at all. Not at all. I may say that I shall be 
in confinunication*with Miss Buckley—indeed, I 
believe the letter has already gone. I shall be happy 
to be^f any service I can to her.” 

“ She is a young lady,” said Poirot, “ who could 
do with some sound legal adviefe.” 

“ There will be fortune hunters, I arfi afraid,” said 
Mr. Whitfield, shaking his head. 

“ It‘seems indicated,” agreed Poirot. ” Good-day, 
Monsieur.” 

“Good-bye, M. Poirot. Glad to have been of 
service to you. Your name is—^ah 1—^familia*P to 
me. 

He said this kindly—with an air of one making a 
valuable admission. 
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“ It is all exp.ctly as you thought, Poirot,*' I said, 
when we were outside. 

“ Mon ami, it was bound to be. It coidd not he 
any other way. We wiU go now to the Chrshire Cheese 
where Japp meets us for an early dinner.'- 

We found Inspector Japp of Scotland Yard await¬ 
ing us at the chosen rendezvous. He greeted Poirot 
with every sign of warmth. 

“ Years since I've seen you, Moosior Poirot ? 
Thought you were growing vegetable marrows in 
the country." 

I tried, Japp, I tried. But even when you grow 
vegetable marrows you cannot get away from 
murder." 

He sighed. I knew of what he was thinking—^that 
strange affair at Femley Park. How I regretted that 
I had been far away at that tim®. 

" And Captain Hastings too," said Japp. " How 
are you, sir ? " 

" Very fit, thanks," I said. 

" And now there are more murders ? " ?britinued 
Japp, facetiously. 

" As you say—^nWe murders." 

" Well, yod mustn't be depressed, old cock," said 
Japp. ""Even if you#can't see your way clear—^well 
—^you can't go about at your time of life ai^d'expect 
to have the success you used to do. We all of us 
get stale as the years go by. Got to give the young 
hatfs' a chalice, you know." 

" And yet the edd dog is the one who knows the 
tricks,'* murmured Poirot. " He is cunning. He does 
not leave the scent." 
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Oh ! well—we’re talking about human beings, 
not dogs.” 

” Is ther-e so much difference ? ” 

” Well, it ^epends how you look at things. But 
you’re a caution, isn’t he, Captain Hastings ? Always 
was. Looks much the same—^hair a bit thinner on 
top but the face fungus fuller than ever.” 

“ Eh ?’” said Poirot. ” What is that ? ” 

“ He’s congratulating you on your moustaches,” 
I said, soothingly. 

“ They are luxuriant, yes,” said Poirot, compla¬ 
cently caressing them. 

Japp went off into a roar of laughter. 

” Well,” he said, after a minute or two, ” Fve 
done your bit of business. Those fingerprints you 
sent me-” 

“‘Yes ? ” said eagerly. 

” Nothing doing. Whoever the gentleman may 
be—^he hasn’t passsd through our hands. On the 
other hand, I wired to Melbourne and nobody of that 
descriptiiJh or name is known there.” 

”Ahl” 

” So there may be something fishy after all. Rut 
he’s not one of the lads.” 

” As to the other business,” ;went on Jafp. 

” Yes ? ” 

” La:iarus and Son have a good reputation. Quite 
straight and honourable in their dealings. Shar^, of 
course—^but that’s another matter. You've got t(/be 
sharp in business. But they’re all right. They're in 
a bad way, though—^financially, I mean.” 

” Oh !—is that so ? ” 
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" Yes—^the §lump in pictures has hit them badly. 
And antique furniture too. All this modem con¬ 
tinental stuff coming into fashion. They built new 
premises last year and—well—as I say, they're not 
far from Queer Street." 

" I am much obliged to you." 

" Not at c>5J. That sort of thing isn’t my line, as 
you know. But I made a point of finding out as you 
wanted to know. We can always get information." 

" My good Japp, what should I do without you ? " 

" Oh I that’s all right. Always glad to oblige an 
old friend. I let you in on some pretty good cases in 
the old days, didn’t I ? " 

This, I realised, was Japp’s way of acknowledging 
indebtedness to Poirot, who had solved many a case 
which had baffled the Inspector. 

" They were the good days—^yi 2 S." 

" I wouldn't mind having a chat with you now 
and again even in these days. Your methods may be 
old-fashioned but you’ve got your head screwed on 
the right way, M. Poirot." . % » 

“ What about my other question. The Dr. 
MacAllister ? " ♦ 

" Oh, him 1 He’s a woman’s doctor. I don’t mean 
a gynecoTogist. I mej?.n one of these nerve doctors— 
tell you to sleep in purple walls and an orange ceiling 
—^talk to you about your libido, whatever that is— 
tell you to let it rip. He's a bit of a quack, if you 
ask^me—but he gets the women all right. They flock 
to him. Goes abrdid a good deal—does some kind of 
medical work in Paris, I believe.” 

" Why Dr. .MacAllister ? ” I asked, bewildered. 
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I had never heard of the name. Where does he 
come in ? ” 

** Dr. MacAllister is the uncle of Commander 
Challenger,"-^rxplained Poirot. " You remember he 
referred to an uncle who was a doctor ? " 

** How thorough you are," I said. " Did you think 
he had Qperated on Sir Matthew ? " 

‘'He's not a surgeon," said Japp. 

" Mon ami** said Poirot, " I like to inquire into 
everything, Hercule Poirot is a good dog. The good 
dog follows.the scent, and if, regrettably, there is no 
scent to follow, he noses around—seeking always 
something that is not very nice. So also, does Hercule 
Poirot. And often—oh I so often—does he find it I " 
" It's not a nice profession, ours," said Japp. 
" Stilton, did you say ? I don't mind if I do. No, 
it's not a nice pr^ession. And yours is worse than 
mine—^not official, you see, and therefore a lot more 
worming yourself iftto places in underhand ways." 
. " I do not disguise myself, Japp. Never have I 
disguSecTinyself." 

" You couldn't," said Japp. '* You're unique. 
Once seen, never forgotten." * 

' Poirot looked at him rather doubtfhlly, 

" Only my fun," said Jap?. " Don't mind me. 
Glass of .port ? Well, if you say so." 

ThVevening became thoroughly harmonious. We 
were soon in the.middle of reminiscences. Thisi^se, 
that case, and the other. I must say tfeat I, too, 
enjoyed talking over the past. TAose had been good 
days. How old and experienced I felt now I * 

Poor old Poirot. He was perplexed by this case— 
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I could see that. His powers were not what they were. 
I had the feeling that he was going to fail—that the 
murderer of Maggie Buckley would never be brought 
to book. 

'' Courage, my friend," said Poirot, slapping me 
on the shoulder. " All is not lost. Do not pull the 
long face, I beg of you." 

" That's all right. I'm all right." ' 

" And so am I. And so is Japp." 

“ We're all all right," declared Japp, hilariously. 

And on this pleasant note we parted. 

The following morning we journeyed back to St. 
Loo. On. arrival at the hotel Poirot rang up the 
nursing home and asked to speak to Nick. 

Suddenly I saw his face change—^he almost dropped 
the instrument. 

" Comment ? What is that ? S^y it again, I beg." 

He waited for a minute or two listening. Then he 
said: * 

" Yes, yes, I will come at once." 

He turned a pale face to me. 

" Why did I go away, Hastings ? Mon Dieu ! Why 
did I go away ? " 

" What has happened ? " 

" Mademoiselle Niek is dangerously-ill. Cocaine 
poisoning. They have got at her after alh Mon 
Dieu I Mon Dieu ! why did I go away ? " 



CHAPTER XVII 


A BOX OF CHOCOLATES 

All tho.waf to (liP nursing home Poirot murmured 
and muttered to hirnsi lf. He was full of self- 
reproach. 

“ r should have known,*’ lie groaned. I sliould 
have known 1 And yet, what could I do ? ^ I took 
every precaution. It is impossible—impossible. No 
one could get to her I Who has disobeyed my 
orders ? " 

At the nursing home we were shown into a little 
room downstairs, and after a few minutes Dr. 
Graham came to .is. He looked exhausted and white. 

“ She’ll do,” he said. ” It's going to be all right. 
The trduble was kAowing how much she'd taken of 
the dam ned stuff.” 

" "^Tiat was it ? ” 

” Cocaine.” 

” She wiU live ? ” 

” Yes, yes, she’ll live.” 

” But how did it happen ?• How did they get at 
her ? .Who has been allowed in ? ” Poirot fairly 
danced with impotent excitement. 

“ Nobody has been allowed in.” 

” Impossible.” 

” It’s true.” 

” But then-” 
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•“ It was a box of chocolates." 

" Ah ! sacrd. And I told her to eat nothing — 
nothing —that came from outside." 

" I don’t know about that. It’s hard work keeping 
a girl from a box of chocolates. She only ate one, 
thank goodness." 

" Was there cocaine in aU the chocolates ? " 

" No. The girl ate one. There were two others in 
the top layer. The rest were all right." 

“ How was it done ? " 

" Quite clumsily. Chocolate cut in half—the 
cocaine mixed with the filling and the chocolate 
stuck together again. Amateurishly. What you 
might call a home-made job." 

Poirot groaned. 

" Ah 1 if I knew—if I knew. Can I see Made¬ 
moiselle ? " 

" If you come back in an hour I^think you can see 
her," said the doctor. " Pull yourself together, man. 
She isn’t going to die.” 

For another hour we walked the streets of St. Loo, 
I did my best to distract Poirot's mind—^plJiutiiig out 
to him that all was well, that, after all, no mischief 
had been done. 

But he only shook his head, and repeated at 
intervals: y 

" I am afraid, Hastings, I am afraid. . . 

And the strange way he said it made me, too, feel 
afraid. 

Oiice he caught me by the arm. 

" Listen, my friend. I am all wrong. I have been 
all wrong from the beginning." 
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“ You mean it isn’t the money—r— 

No, no, T am right about that. Oh, yes. Bui 
those two- jl is too simple—too that. Theie 

is another still. Yes, there is something I " 

And then in an outburst of indignation: ^ ^ 

" Ah I cetie petite ! Did I not forbid her ? Did I 
not say, ‘ l)o not touch anything from outside ? ' 
And she disobeys me—me, Hercule Poirot. Are not 
four escapes from death enough for her ? Must she 
take a fifth chance ? Ah, c*est inoui I ” 

At last we made our way back. After a brief wait 
we were conducted upstairs. 

Nick was sitting up in bed. The pupils of her eyes 
were widely dilated. She looked feverish and her 
hands kept twitching violently. 

" At it again,” she murmured. 

Poirot experierced real emotion at the sight of her. 
He cleared his throat and took her hand in his. 

” Ah*! Madcmofeelle—Mademoiselle.” 

” I shouldn't care,” she said, defiantly, *' if they 
had got me this time. I'm sick of it all—sick of it 1 ” 
” Pauvre petite t ” 

” Something in me doesn't lik6 to give them best! ” 
” That is the spirit— le sport —yofi must be the 
good sport. Mademoiselle.” 

” Your old nursing home hasn’t been so safe after 
all,'" said Nick. 

” If you had. obeyed orders, Mademoiseltev^—” 
She looked faintly astonished. 

” But I have.” * 

*' Did I not impress upon you that you wete to eat 
nothing that came frgm outride ? ” • 
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“ No more I did/' 

“But these chocolates-“ 

“ Well, they were all right. You sent them." 

“ What is that you say, Mademoi^lle ? “ 

You sent them 1 “ 

“ Me ? Never. Never anything ot the kind." 

“ But you did. Your card was in tlu/box/' 

“ Wiiat ? “ 

Nick made a spasmodic gesture towards the table 
by the bed. The nurse came forward. 

*' You want the card that was in the. box ? " 

“Yes, please, nurse/' 

There was a moment's pause. The nurse returned 
to tli(' room with it in her hand. 

“ Here it is." 

I gasped. So did Poirot. For on the card, in 
flouriMliing handwriting, was written the same words 
that I had seen Poirot inscribe on the card that 
acc( iupanied the basket of flow\)rs. 

“ Will! the Compliments of Hercule Poirot.'' 

“ Saerd ionnerre / " 

“ You sec,” said Nick, accusingly. 

“ I did not write? this ! " cried Poirot. 

“What?"‘ 

“ And yet," murmv.red Poirot, “ and yet it is my 
handwriting." * 

“ I know. It's exactly the same as the card that 
cam^ ^ath the orange carnations. I never doubted 
that the chocolates came from you." 

Poirot shook hi^head. 

“ How should you doubt ? Oh 1 the devil I The 
clever, cruel devil I To,think that ! Ah ! but he has 
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genius, this man, genius I ‘ With the Compliments of 
llercule Poirot.* So simple. Yes, but one had to 
think of it. And I—I did not think. I omitted to 
foresee this move.” 

Nick mov>d restlessly, ^ 

• ” Do not agitate yourself, Mademoiselle. YoiMre 

blameless—blameless. It is I that am to blame, 
miserable imbecile that I am ! I should have fore¬ 
seen this move. Yes, I should have foreseen it." 

His chin dropped on his breast. He looked the 
picliire of misery. 

” I realFy think-" said the nurse. • 

She had been hovering nearby, a disapproving 
expression on her face. 

” Eh ? Yes, yes, I will go. Courage, Mademoiselle. 
1'his is the last mistake I will make. I am ashamed, 
desolated—I have been tricked, outwitted—as 
though I were a^little schoolboy. But it shall not 
happei\again. No.^ I promise yoTi. Come, Hastings.” 

Poirot’s first proceeding was to interview the 
mat ion. was, naturally, terribly upset over the 

whole business. 

" It seems incredible to me, Poirot, absolutely 
incredible. That a thing like that s^puld happen in 
my nursing home." 

Poirot was sympathetic *and tactful. Having 
soothed her sufficiently, he began to inl^uire into the 
circumstance of the arrival of the fatal pack^jt. Here, 
the matron declared, he would do best to imerview 
the orderly who had been on drlty at thfe time of its 
arrival. 

The man in question, whose name was Hood, was 
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a stupid but honest-looking young fellow of about 
twenty-two. He looked nervous and frightened. 
Poirot put him at his ease, however. 

“ No blame can be attached to you," he said, 
kindly. " But I want you to tell me '^xactly when 
anJ how this parcel arrived." 

The orderly looked puzzled. 

" It's difficult to say, sir," he said, slowly. " Lots 
of people come and inquire and leave things for the 
different patients." 

" The nurse says this came last night," I said. 
" About six o'clock." 

The lad’s face brightened. 

" I do remember, now, sir. A gentleman brought 
it." 

" A thin-faced gentleman—fair-haired ? " 

" He was fair-haired—^but I don't know about 
thin-faced." 

“ Would Charles Vyse bring it himself ? " I mur¬ 
mured to Poirot. 

I had forgotten that the lad would kp'^ " a ^ocal 
name. 

" It wasn't Mr. Vvse," he said. " I know him. It 
was a bigger gentleman—^liandsome-looking—came 
in a big ca*’." 

" Lazarus," I exclaimed. 

Poirot shol me a warning glance and I regretted 
my precipitance. 

" Fw came in a large car and he left tliis parcel. 
It was addressed tc Miss Buckley ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" And what did you do with it ? " 
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“ I didn't touch it, sir. Nurse took it up.” 

" Quit c SO, but you touched it when you took it 
from llie f^cntluinan, West ce pas ? ** 

" Oh 1 yes, of course, sir. I took it from him 
aiki put it on the table.” 

" \Vhicli-.table ? Show me, if you please.” 

Tlic 'orderly led us into the hall. The front door 
was open. Close to it, in the hall, was a long marble- 
topped table on which lay letters and parcels. 

” Everything that comes is put on here, sir. Then 
the nurse§ take things up to the patients.”* 

” Do you remember what time this parcel was 
left ? ” 

“ Must have been about five-thirty, or a little 
after. I know the post had just been, and that’s 
usually at about half-past five. It was a pretty busy 
afternoon, a lot 3f people leaving flowers and coming 
to see^patients.” ^ 

” Thank you. Now, I think, we will see the nurse 
wh« tc?»^p the parcel.” 

This proved to be one of the probationers, a fluffy 
little person all agog with excitement. She remem- 
. bered taking the parcel up at six qjclock when she 
came on duty. • 

” Six o’clock,” murmured*JPoirot. Then it must 
have Been twenty minutes or so that parcel was 
lying on the table downstairs.” 

“ Pardon ? ” 

‘ Nothing, Mademoisefle. Continue. You took the 
parcel to Miss Buckley ? ” 

Yes, there were several things for her. There was 
this box and some fi/wers also—sweet peas—from u 
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Mr. and Mrs. Croft, I think. I took them up at the 
same time. And there was a parcel that had come 
by post—and curiously enough that was a box of 
Fuller's chocolates also." 

" Comment ? A second box ? ” 

" Yes, rather a coincidence. Miss Buckley opened 
them both. She said : ' Oh ! what a shame. I'm not 
allowed to eat them.' Then she oi)cned the lids to 
look inside and see if they were both just the same, 
and your curd was in one and she said, " Take the 
other impure box away, nurse. I might get them 
mixed up.' Oh ! dear, whoever would have thought 
of such a thing ? Seems like an Edgar Wallace, 
doesn't it ? " 

Poirot cut short this flood of speech. 

“ Two boxes, you say ? From whom was the other 
box ? " 

" There was no name inside." 

I j 

" And which was the one that came—that had the 
appearance of coming—from me ? The o^^^' by post 
or the other ? " 

" I declare now—I can't remember. Shall I go up 
and ask Miss Buckley ? " 

" If you Tvould be so amiable." 

She ran up the stairs. 

" Two box,.,s," murmured Poirot. *•* There*is con¬ 
fusion fot»you." 

The xiurse returned breathless. 

“ Miss Buckley isfi't sure. She unwrapped them 

both before she looked inside. But she thinks it 

\ 

wasn't the box that came by post." 

" Eh ? " said Poirot, a little confused. 
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*' The box from you was the one that didn't come 
by post. At least she thinks so, but she isn’t quite 
sure.” 

” Didble ! ” said Poirot, as we walked away. ” Is 
no one evei^ quite sure ? In detective books—^yes. 
► ]hit life—real life—is always full of muddle* 
sure, myself, about anything at all ? No, no—a 
thousand times, no.” 

” Lazarus,” I said. 

” Yes, that is a surprise, is it not ? ” 

” Shall you say anything to him about it ? ” 

” Assuredly, I shall be interested to seq how he 
takes it. By the way, we might as well exaggerate 
the serious condition of Mademoiselle. It will do no 
harm to let it be assumed that she is at death’s door. 
You comprehend ? The solemn face—yes, admirable. 
You resemble closely an undertaker. Cest tout d 
fait bimy '• 

We were lucky in finding Lazanis. He was bending 
over the bonnet of his car outside the hotel. 

Ik)irci»’'4ent straight up to him. 

” Yesterday evening, Monsieur Lazarus, you left 
a box of chocolates for Mademoiselle,” he began, 
without preamble. ^ 

Lazanis looked rather surprised. 

” Yes ? ” 

”.That was very amiable of you.” 

"Asa matter of fact they were from I^h^die, from 
Mrs. Rice. She asked me to get them.” 

" Oh ! I see.” % • 

" I took them round there in the car.” 

“ I comprehend.” 
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He was silent for a minute or two and then said : 
“ Madame Rice, where is she ? " 

'' I think she's in the lounge." 

We found Frederica having tea. She looked up at 
CiS with an anxious face. ^ 

' “ 'VVhat is this I hear about Nick being taken ill ? " 
" It is a most mysterious affair, Madame. Tell me, 
did you send her a box of chocolates yesterday ? " 

" Yes. At least she asked me to get them for her." 
" She asked you to got them for her ? " 

" Yes." 

" But she was not allowed to see anyone. How 
did you see her ? " 

" I didn't. She telephoned." 

" Ah ! And she said—what ? " 

" Would I get her a two-pound box of Fuller's 
chocolates." 

" How did her voice sound—weak ? " 

“ No—not at all. Quite strong. But different 
somehow. I didn't realise it was she speaking at 
first." 

• Y 

" Until she told 5^011 w'ho she was ? " 

" Yes." 

" Are you sure, Madame, that it was your friend ? 
Frederica Jiooked startled. 

" I—I—why, of courue it was. Who else could it 
have been ? " r 

" That Vr^an interesting question, Madame." 
"You don't mean-" 

" Could you sweaf), Madame, that it was your 
friend's voice—apart from what she said ? " 

" No," said Frederica, slowly, " I couldn't. Her 
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voice was certainly different. I thought it was the 
phone—or x>erhaps being ill. . . 

“ If she had not told you who she was, you would 
not have ie/;ognised it ? '* 

. “ N6, no, I don't think T should. Who wa£<»if; 

- M. Poirot ? Who was it ? " ^ 

*' That is what I mean to know, Madame." 

The graveness of his face seemed to awaken her 
suspicions. 

“ Is Nick—has anything happened ? " she asked, 
breathlessly. 

Poirot nodded. 

" She is ill—dangerously ill. Those chocolates, 
Madame—were poisoned." 

“ The chocolates I sent her ? But that's im¬ 
possible—impossible ! " 

" Not impossible, Madame, since Mademoiselle is 
at death's door." 

" Oil, my God.** She hid her face in her hands, 
the^ raided it white and quivering. " I don't under¬ 
stand—I (ion't understand. The other, yes, but not 
this. They couldn't be poisoned. Nobody ever 
touched them but me and Jim.^ You're making some 
dreadful mistake, M. Poirot." * , 

" It is not I that make a mfetake—even though my 
name was in the box." ' 

She stared at him blankly. 

" If Mademoiselle Nick dies--" he sa‘id, and 

made a threatening gesture wi^ his hand. 

She gave a low cry. 

He turned away, and taking me by the arm, went 
up to the sitting-roc^^n. 
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He flung his hat on the table. 

“ I understand nothing—but nothing! I am in 
the dark. I am a little child. Who stands to gain by 
Mademoiselle's death ? Madame Rice^ Who buys 
ttiQ^qhocolates and admits it and tells a story of being 
ning up on the telephone that cannot hold water for. 
a minute ? Madame Rice. It is too simple—^too 
stupid. And she is not stupid—no." 

" W^ell, then-" 

“ But she takes cocaine, Hastings. I am certain 
she takes cocaine, There is no mistaking it. And 
there was cocaine in tl'osc chocolates. And what does 
she mean v/heii she said, ‘ The other, yes, but not 
this.' ft needs explaining, that! And the sleek M. 
Lazarus—what is he doing in all this ? WTiat does 
she know, Madame Rice ? She knows something. 
But I cannot make her speak. Sfee is not of those 
you can frighten into speech. But she knows some¬ 
thing, Hastings. Is her tale of the telephone true, 
or did she invent it ? If it is true, whose voice was it ? 

“ I tell you, Hastings. This is aU veiy black— 
very black." 

"Always darkest before dawn," I said reassuringly. 

He shook hiS head. 

" Then tlie other boxi.—that came by post. Can we 
rule that out ? No, we cannot, because Mademoiselle 
is not su^e^^^t is an annoyance, that 1" 

Pic gi;:>aned. 

I was abopt to sp^ak when he stopped me. 

" No, no. Not another proverb. I cannot bear it. 
If you would be the good friend—the good helpful 
friend-" 
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“ Yes,” I said, eagerly. 

Go out, I beg (if you, and buy me some playing 
cards.” 

I stared. 

“ Very well,” I said coldly, 

. I could not but suspect that he was making^ 
deliberate excuse to get rid of me. 

Here,* however, I misjudged him. 'I'hat night, 
when I came into the sitting-room about tf^n o’clock, 
I found Poirot carefully building card houses—and 
I remembered ! 

It was an old trick of his—soothing his^ nerves. 
He smiled at me. 

“ Yes—^you remember. One needs the precision. 
One card on another—so—in exactly the right place 
and that supports the weight of the card on top and 
so on, up and up. Go to bed, Hastings. Leave me 
here, with my house of cards. I clear the mind.*' 

It w^as about five in the morning when I was shaken 
awake. * 

PgiroL.was standing by my bedside. He looked 
pleased an 3 happy. 

'* It was very just what you said, tnon ami. Oh I 
it was very just. More, it wus^pirituel 1 ” 

I blinked «at him, being imperfeefly g.wake. 

” Alway.s darkest before dfiwn—that is what you 
said.. It has been very dark—and noKit is dawn.” 

I looked at the window. He was peri^tly right. 

” No, no, Hastings. In the head 1 ThemiVid 1 The 
little grey cells ! ” 

He paused and then said quietly : 

"You see, Hastings, Mademoiselle is dead." 
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“ What ? " I cried, suddenly wide awake. 

“ Hush—^hush. It is as I say. Not really— hien 
entendu —but it can be arranged. Yes, for twenty- 
four hours it can be arranged. I arrange it with the 
doctor, with the nurses. ^ 

’ »*,You comprehend, Hastings ? The murderer has. 
bepn s'Uccessful, Four times he has tried and failed. 
The fifth time he has succeeded. 

** And now, we shall see what happens next. . . . 

‘‘ It will be very interesting. 



CHAPTER XVIII 


THE FACE AT THE WINDOW 

The events ol the next day are completely hazy in 
my memory. I was unfortunate enough to awake 
with fever on me. I have been liable to these bouts 

of fever at inconvenient times ever since I once 

# 

contracted malaria. 

In consequence, the events of that day take on in 
my memory the semblance of a nightmare—^whh 
Poirot coming and going as a kind of fantastic clown, 
making a periodic appearance in a circus. 

He was, I fancy, enjoying himself to the full. His 
pose of baffled despair was admirable. How he 
achieved the end*he had in view and which he had 
dis^loseH to me in the early hours of the morning, I 
cannot say. But achieve it he did. 

It cannot have been easy. The amount of de¬ 
ception and subterfuge involved must have been 
colossal. The English character is^av^irse to lying 
on a wholesale scale and rtiat, no less, was what 
Poirot's plan required. He' had, fif^t, to get Dr. 
Graham converted to the scheme. \VithT)r. Graham 
on his side, he-had to persuade the Matron and some 
members of the staff of the riur«ing home to conform 
to the plan. There again, the difficulties must have 
been immense. It was probably Dr. Graham's 
infliience that turn<^& the fecale. , 
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Then there was the Chief Constable and the police. 
Here, Poirot would be up against officialdom. 
Nevertheless he wrung at last an unwilling consent 
out of Colonel Weston, The Colonel made it clear 
t<h::t it was in no way his responsibility. Poirot and . 
PoiroCiilone was responsible for the spreading abroad 
of these lying reports. Poirot agreed. He would have 
agreed to anything so long as lie was permitted to 
carry out his plan. 

I spent most of the day dozing in a large armchair 
with a nig over my knees. Every two or three hours 
or so, Poirot wojild burst in and leport progress. 

“ Comment va, mon ami? How I commiserate 
you. But it is as well, perhaps. The farce, you do not 
play it as well as I do. I come this moment from 
ordering a wreath—a wreath immense—^stupendous. 
Lilies, my friend—^large quaiititieg of lilies. ‘ With 
heartfelt regret. Fuwi Hercnlc PuivoL? Ah ! what a 
comedy,” • 

He departed again. 

” I come from a most poignant conversation with 
Madame Rice,” was his next piece of information. 

” Very well dressed in the black, that one. Her poor 
friend- “What a‘tragedy I I groan sympathetically. 
Nick, she says, was so* joyous, so full of life. Im¬ 
possible to tLhik of hel- as dead. I agree. ‘ It is, I 
say, the irp^ of death that it takes one like that. 
The old cfnd useless are kft.’ Oh ! Id. Id \ I groan 
again.” , 

” How you are enjoying this,” I murmured, feebly. 

“ Du tout. It is part of my plan, that is all. T<j 
play the comedy successfully,^ j^ou must put the 
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heart into it. Well, then, the conventional expres¬ 
sions of regret over, Madame comes to matters nearer 
home. All night she has lain awake wondering 
about those sweets. It is impossible—impossible. 

Madame/ I jfliy, * It is not impossible. You cjyj 
see the analyst’s report.’ Then she says, swifher 
voice isiar from steady,' It was— cocaine, you say ? ' 
I assent. And she says, ’ Oh, my God. I don’t 
understand.' " 

“ Perhaps that's true.” 

“ She iJ,ndcrslands well enough that she is in 
dangtT. She is intelligent. I told you that before. 
Yes, she is in danger, and she knows it.” 

” And yet it seems to me that for the first time 
you don't believe her guilty.” 

Poirot frowned. The excitement of his manner 
abated. , 

‘‘It is profound what you say there, Hastings. 
No—it* seems to Aie that—somehow—^the facts no 
longer fit. These crimes—so far what has marked 
them most—the subtlety, is it not ? And here is no 
subtlety at all—only the crudity, pure and simple. 
No, it docs not fit.” • 

He sat down at the table. * 

” VoM —let us examine the facts. Tliere are three 
possibilities. There are the sweets bought by Madame 
and delivered by M. Lazarus. And in i^at case the 
guilt rests with one or the other or both. And the 
telephone call, supposedly from Mademoiselle Nick, 
that is an invention pure and simple. That is Ihe 
straightforward—^the obvious solution. 

. ” Solution 2 : The bf/ier t*ox of sweets—that which 

* / 



2 oS VERIL AT END HOUSE 

came by post. Anyone may have sent those. Any 
of the suspects on our list from A. to J. (Yon re¬ 
member ? A very wide field.) But, if that were the 
guilty box, what is the point of the telephone call ? 
^l\y complicate matters with a seebnd box ? *' 

I sIi 6 ok my head feebly. With a temperature ol 
102 , any complication seemed to me quite un¬ 
necessary and absurd. 

Solution 3 : A poisoned box was substituted for 
the innocent box boiiglit by Madame. In that case 
the telephone call is ingenious and iindtJ^standable. 
Madame is to be what you call the kitten's paw. She 
is to pull the roasting ch<\stniils out of the fire. So 
Solution 3 is the most logical— but, alas, it is also the 
most difficult. How be sure of substituting a box at 
the right moment ? 'I hc orderly might take the box 
straight upstairs—a hundred amj one possibilities^ 
might preve nt the substitution being effected. No, 
it does not seem sense." * 

“ Unless it wct< Lazarus," I said. 

Poirot looked at me. 

"You have the fever, my friend. It mounts, does 
it not ? " 

I nodded. 

" Curious how a few degrees of heat should stimu¬ 
late the intel>jct. You* have uttered there an obser¬ 
vation of p^found simplicity. So simple, was it, that 
I had failed to consider it. But it would suppose a 
very curious state qf affairs. M. Lazarus, the dear 
friend of Madame, doing his best to get her hanged. 
It opens up possibilities of a very curious nature. 
But complex—very complex.' 
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I closed my eyes. I was glad I had be#n brilliant, 
but I did not want to think of anything complex. I 
wanted to go to sleep. 

Poirot, I think, went on talking, but I did not 
listen. His v^ice was vaguely soothing. . . . 

. It was late SKternoon when I saw him next. 

“ My little plan, it has made the forluncf of the 
flower shop’s^^' he announced. '' Everybody orders 
wreaths. M. Crott, M. Vyse, Commander Chal¬ 
lenger-'' 

The last name awoke a chord of compunction in 
‘my mind., 

“ Look here, Poirot,” I said. ” You must let him 
in on this. Poor fellow, he will be distracted with 
grief. It isn’t fair.” 

“You have always the tenderness for huh, 
Hastings.” 

" I like him. ,Hc's a thoroughly decent chap. 
You’ve got to take him into the secret.” 

Poirot shook hifi head. 

“^No, mon ami. I do not make the exceptions.” 

“ But you don’t suspect him of having anything 
to do with it ? ” 

“ I do not make the exceptions.” 

“ Think how he must be suffering!” ^ 

“ On the contrary, I prefer to think of what a 
joyful surprise I prepare for hnn. To ^hink the loved 
one dead—and find her alive 1 It is sensation 
unique—stupendous.” 

“ What a pig-headed old devil you are,. He’d keep 
the secret all right.” 

“ I am not so sure^* 
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• “ He's trie soul of honour. I'm certain of it." 

That makes it all the more difficult to keep a 
secret. Keeping a secret is an art that requires many 
lies magnificently told, and a great aptitude for 
playing the comedy and enjoying it. jDould he dis- 
sc«nb]e, the Commander Challenger T If he is what» 
you sa^'he is, he certainly could not** 

" Then you won't tell him ? " 

" I certainly refuse lo imperil my little idea for the 
sake of the sentiment. It is life and death we play 
with, mon chcr. Anyway, the suffering, it is good for 
the character. Many of your famous clergymen have 
said so—even a Bishop if I am not mistaken." 

I made no further attempt to shake his decision. 
His mind. I could see, was made up. 

I shall not dress for dinner," he murmured. “ I 
am too much the broken old man. Tliat is my part, 
you understand. All my sclf-confidcnce has crashed 
—1 am broken. I have failed. I shall eat hardly any 
dinner—the food uiitastcd on the plate. That is the 
attitude, I think. In my own apart men tjf,will con¬ 
sume some brioches and some chocolate Eclairs (so 
called) which I had the foresight to buy at a con¬ 
fectioners. Et vous? " 

" Some more quinine, I think," I said, sadly. 

" Alas, my poor Hastings. But courage, all will be 
well to-inorro’}/." * 

" Very likely. These attacks often last only 
twenty-four hours." 

I did not hear him '•etiim to the room. I must have 
ht^en asleep. 

When I awoke, he w'as sitting at the table writing. 
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In front of him was a cminplcd. sheet of paper 
smoothed out. I recognised it for the paper on which 
he had written that list of people—A. to J.—which 
he had afterwards crumpled up and thrown away. 
, He nodded^ answer to my unspoken thought.^ 
“ Yes, my friend. I have resurrected it. IrofTi at 
work upon it from a different angle. I compile a list 
of quest ions concerning each person. The questions 
may have no bearing on the crime—they are just 
things that I do not know—things that remain 
unexplained, and for which I seek to supply the 
answer from my own brain." 

" How far have you got ? " 

" 1 have finished. You would like to hear ? You 
are strong enough ? " — 

" Yes, as a matter of fact, I am feeling a great 
deal better," ^ 

** Ala bonJieur I Very well, I will read them to you. 
Some of them, no doubt, you will consider puerile." 
He cleared his throat. 

" A. Ellen, —Why did she remain in the house and 
not go out to sec fireworks ? (Unusual, as 
Madcmois€illc’s evidence and surprise make 
clear.) What did sbi: t hink or suspect might 
happen .? Did she'admit aciyone (J. for 
instance) to the house ? Is she speaking the 
truth, about the secret -panel ? If there is 
su< li a thing why is she,uiiable to remember 
wliere it is ? (Mademoiselle seems ve**y 
certain there is no such thing—and she 
would surely' knov\\) If she invented it, why 
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(lid she invent it ? Had she read Michael 
Seton’s love letters or was her surprise at 
Mademoiselle Nick's engagement genuine ? 

B. Her Husband. —Is he as stupid^ as he seems ? 

Does he share Ellen’s kno\fledge whatever, 
it is, or does he not ? Is he, in any respect, 
a mental case ? 

C. The Child. —Is his de light in blood a natural 

instinct common to his age and develop¬ 
ment, or is it morbid, and is that morbidity 
inherited from oitlier pare nt ? Has he ever 
shot with a toy pistol ? 

“ I). Who is Mr. Croft ?—Where does he really 
come from ? Did he post the will as he 
swears he did ? What motive could he 
have in not posting it ? 

“ E. Same as above .—Who arc Mr. and Mrs. Croft ? 
Are th<.‘y in hiding for some reason—and if 
so, what reason ? Havt they any connec¬ 
tion with the Buckley family ? 

“ F. Mrs. Rice. —Was she really aware of the 
engagement between Nick and Michael 
Seton ? Did she merely guess it, or had 
she actually read the letters which passed 
between them ? (In that case she would 
kno-i^^ Mademoiselle was Seton’s heir.) Did 
she know that she herself was Mademoi¬ 
selle’s residuary legatee ? (This, I think, is 
likely. Ms'dernoiselle would probably tell 
her so, adding perhaps that she would not 
get much out of it.l Is there any truth 
in Commander Challenger's suggestion that ^ 
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Lazarus was attracted by Maj^emoisellff 
Nick ? (This might explain a certain lack 
of cordiality between the two friends which 
seems to have shown itself in the last few 
months.) Who is the * boy friend ' men- 
tion^in her note as supplying the dimg 2 
Could this possibly he J. ? Wliy dfid she 
tufii^ faint one day in this room ? Was it 
something that had been said—or was it 
something she saw ? Is her account of the 
telephone message asking her to buy 
chocolates correct—or is it a deliberate 
lie ? WJiat did she mean by * I can under¬ 
stand the other—but not this ? ' If she 
is not herself guilty, what knowledge has 
she got that she is keeping to herself 

" You perceive,” said Poirot, suddenly breaking 
off, thnt the questions concerning Madame Rice 
arc almdst innumeAible. From beginning to end, slie 
is an enigma. And that forces me to a conclusion. 
Either MadiTme Rice is guilty—or she knows - or 
shall we sa3^ thinks she knows—who is guilty. But 
is she right ? Does she know does she merely 
Suspect ? And how is it possible to make J^er speak?” 

He sighed. 

” Well, I will go on with my list oPquestions. 

” G. Mr. Lazarus ,—Curious—there are practictriiy 
no questions to ask coiiteruing I ilm—ci&^4)t 
the crude one, ‘ Did he substitute the 
poisoned sweets ? Otherwise I find only 
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J‘ne totally irrelevant question. But I have 
put it down. * Why did M. Lazarus oflEer 
fifty pounds for a picture that was only 
worth twenty ? 

‘F 

'VJLIe wanted to do Nick a good tiim/' I suggested'. 

" He would not do it that way. He is a dealer. 
He does not buy to sell at a loss. It Iv^ wished to be 
amiable he would lend her money as a private 
individual,*' 

“ It can*t have any bearing on the crime, any¬ 
way.** . 

No, that is true—but all the same, I should like 
to know. I am a student of the psychology, you 
ypderstand. 

“ Now we come to H. 

Vi. Commander Challenger .-did Made¬ 
moiselle Nick tcU him she was engaged to 
someone else ? Whal necessitated her 
having to teU him that ? Sh^told no one 
else. Had he proposed to her ? What arc 
his relations with his uncle ? ** 

His uncle, Poirot ? ** 

" Yes, the doctor,*' That rather questionable 
character. Did any private news of Michael Seton's 
death come through to the Admiralty before it was 
an bounced publicly ? ** 

" I don't quite sde what you*re driving at, Poirot. 
Even if Challenger knew beforehand about Seton's 
death, it does not seem to ,:get us anywhere. It 
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provides no earthly motive for killing the girl he 
loved." 

“ I quite agree. What you say is perfectly reason- 
aide. But thes^^re just things I should like to know. 
1 am still the do^l you sec, nosing about for the t^itig^ 
that are not_ very nice 1 

" I. M. Vyse.—V^hy did he say what he did about 
his cousin’s fanatical devotion to End 
House ? What possible motive could he 
have in saying that ? Did he, or did.he not, 
receive the will ? Is he, in fact, an honest 
man—or he not an honest man ? 

“ And now J. — Eh bic-n, J. is what I put 

before—a giant question mark. Is there 
such a person, or is there not- 

“ Mon Dieu I my friend, what have you ? ” 

I had started from my chair with a sudden 
shric^c. Wilji a shaking hand I pointed at the 
window. 

" A face, Poirot I " I cried. " A face pressed 
against the glass. A dreadful faefe I It's gone now— 
but I saw it." 

Poirpt strode to the windo^ and pighed it open. 
He learft out. 

" There is no one there now," he said, thou^t- 
fully. “You ate sure you did not imaginist, 
Hastings ? " 

“ Quite sure. It was a horrible face." 

“ There is a balcor^^, of course. Anyone could 
reach there qujito easily if thev wijnte^to hepr what 
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we were saying. When you say a dreadful face, 
Hastings, jiisl: what do you mean? 

“ A wliite, staring face, hardly human.** 

“ Mon amif that is the fever, ^^facc, yt s. An 
tinpJLe^sant face, yes. But a face hardly human— nd. 
What you saw was the effect of a face pressed closely 
against the glass—that allied to tlie shock 'of seeing 
it there at all.*' 

It was a dreadful face,** I said, obstinately. 

It was not the face of—anyone you know ? ** 

“ Ng, indeed." 

“ H'm—it might have been, though 1 I doubt if 
you would recognise it under these circumstances. 
J ^'^^onder now—yes, I very much wonder. . . .** 
He gathered up his papers thoughtfully. 

" One thing at leost is to the good. If the owner 
of that fiK'e overheard our conv'^,rsation we did not 
mention that Mademoiselle Nick was alive ^nd weU. 
Whatever else our visitor may have heard, that at 
least escaped him." ^ • 

" Bui: suiely," I said, " the results of this—er— 
brilliant manoeuvre of yours have been slightly dis- 
appfiinting up to dale. Nick is dead and no startling 
d*. vclopinc^ds have occurred 1 *' 

" I did expect ,^,hem yet awhile. Twenty-four 
hours, I said. Mon ami, to-morrow, if I am hot mis- 
takf^n, certain things will arise. Otherwise—other¬ 
wise u am wrong from start to finish. There is the 
posl, you see. I hive hopes of to-morrow's post." 

I awoke in the morning feeling weak but with the 
fever abated. I also fflt hungry. Poirot and I had 
breakfast ser//ed our sittifig-room^ 
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** Well ? " I said, maliciously, as he isorted hil 
letters. Has the post done what you expected 
of it ? ” . 

Poirot, who had just opened two envelopes which 
patently conto^cd bills, did not reply. I thought he 
looked rather ^st down and not his usual co'"k-a- 
hoop self. 

I opened my own mail. The first was a notice of a 
spiritualist meeting, 

“ If all else fails, we must go to the spiritualists/* 
I remarked. " I often wonder that more tests of this 
kind aren't made. The spirit of the victim conaes back 
and names the murderer. That would be a proof." 

It would hardly lielp us,** said Poirot, absently. 

I doubt if Maggie Buckley knew whose hand it^^ijs 
shot her down. Even if she could speak she would 
have nothing of value to tell us. Tiens I that is odd.'* 

" What is ? ** . 

" Yoi^ talk of the dead speaking, and at that 
moment I open this letter.** 

tosseej^ it across to me. It was from Mrs. 
Buckley and ran as follows : 


Langley Rectory. 

" Dear Monsieur Poirot,— On my ‘return here 
I found a letter written by iny poor^child on her 
arrival ‘at St, Loo. There is nothing in it of interest 
to you, I'm afraid, but I thought perhaps you would 
care to see it. * ' ‘ 

" Thanking you for your’kindness, 

" Yours sincerely, 

' , "Jean^ Buckley.* 
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* The end^osure brought a lump to my throat. It 
was so terribly commonplace and so completely un¬ 
touched by any apprehension of tragedy : 

** Dear Mother, —I arrived safely*- Quite a com¬ 
fortable journey. Only two other people in the car¬ 
riage all the way to Exeter. 

“ It is lovely weather here. Nick seems very well 
and gay— a. little restless, perhaps, but I cannot sec 
why she should have telegraphed for me in the way 
she did. Tuesday would have done just as well. 

“ No* more now. Wc are going to have tea with 
some neighbours. They are Australians and have 
rented the lodge. Nick says tl j<‘y are kind but rather 
aj-uivl. Mrs. Rice and Mr. Lazarus are coming to 
stay. He is the art dealer. I will post this in the box 
by the gate, then it will catch the post. Will write 
to-morrow. ^ 

“ Your loving daughter, 

" Maggie." 

P.S.—Nick says there is a reason for ber wire* She 
will tell me after tea. She is very queer and jumpy." 

" The voice of tiie dead," said Poirot, quietly. 
" And it telfe us—nothing." 

The box by the gaie," I remarked idly. " That's 
where Croft said he posted the will." 

".Said so—yes. I wonder. How I wonder I " 

"" T*iicre is nothing else of interest among 5'our 
lexers ? ” ‘ 

" Nothing. Hastings, I am very unhappy. I am 
in the dark. Stjll in the dark. Icomprehend nothing." 
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At that moment the telephone rang, f^oirot went 
to it. 

Iininediately I saw a change come over his face. 
His manner w'as very restrained, nevertheless he 
.could not dis^bise from my eyes his intense excite¬ 
ment. ^ 

His own contributions to the conversation weri- 
entirely non-committal so that I could not gather 
what it was all about. 

Presently, however, with a ” Tres lien. p VOIIS 
remercie” Jie put back the receiver and t ame back 
to where I was sitting. His eyes were sparkfing w'ith 
excitement. 

“ Mo 71 ami” he said. What did / tell you ? 
Things have begun to hai)pen.’' 

“ What was it ? 

‘'That was M.^Charles V^’se on the telephone. 
He informs me that this niorniiig, through the post, 
he has* received will signed by his cousin, Miss 
Buckley, and dated the 25th of February last.'* 
■'Vhat The wUl ? " 

" £vidiment." 

” It has turned up ? " 

“ Just at the right moment, finest ce i)as ? ” 

" Do you think he is speaking the truth ? ” 

” Or do I think he has had the will all along ? Is 
that what you would say ? Well, it is all a little 
curious. But one thing is certain; I told yoi^ tnat, if. 
Mademoiselle Nick wore supposed to be dead we 
should have developments—^and sure enough here 
they are 1 ** 

Extraordinary/* I saiu. " Yov were right. T 
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suppose tnis is the will making Frederica Rice 
K'siduaiy legatee ? " 

“ M. Vyse said nothing about the contents ot tin- 
will. He was far too correct. But there seems very 
bttle reason to doubt that this is t^h'e same will. It 
is witnessed, he tells me, by Ellon Wilson and her 
husband.” 

"So we arc back at the old problem,” I said. 
” Frederica Rice.” 

” The enigma ! ” 

” Frederica Rice,” I murmured, incqnsequently. 
” It*s a pretty name.” 

” Prettier tlian what her fricuus call her. Freddie ” 
—^lie made a face—” ce n*esf pas jolie —for a young 
laTiy.” 

There aren’t many abbrevi:ition j of Frederica,” 
I said. ” It's not like Margar^ot where you can 
have half a dozen—Maggie, Margot, Madge, 
Peggie-” 

” True. Well. Hastings, are you happier now ? 
That things liave begun to happen ? 

” Yes, of course. Tell me—did you expect this to 
happen ?” * 

” No—noi exactly. I had formulated nothing very 
precise to myself. All I had said was that given a 
certain result, the causes of that result must make 
themselves evident.” 

Yf's,” I said, respectfully. 

>‘^hat was it that I was going to say just as that 
telephone rang ? ” mused Poirot. “ Oh, yes, that 
letter from Mademoiselle Maggie. I wanted to look 
at it once agey^n. IJ ha^e an ia^ea in the back of ‘my 
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mind that something in it struck me as rather^ 
curious/' f 

I picked it up from where I had tossed it, and 
handed it to him. • 

it He read it over to himself. I moved about the 
room, looking e.ujt of the window and observing the 
yachts racing on the bay. 

Suddeply an exclamation startled me. 1 turned 
round. Poirot was holding his head in his hands and 
rocking himself to and fro, apparently in an agony 
of woe. 

“ Oh I " he groaned. “ But I have been blind— 
blind." 

“ What's the matter ? " 

" Complex, I have said ? Complicated ? Mais 
non. Of a simplicity extreme—extreme. ‘AiA 3 
miserable one that I am, I saw nothing—notli- 
ing/" 

" Good gracious, Poirot, what is this light that has 
suddenly burst upan you ? " 

" Wait—^wait—do not speak ? I must arrange my 
idea:?. Reanixnge them in the light of this discovery 
so stupendous." 

Seizing his list of questions, he ran over them 
silently, his lips moving busily. Once or twice he 
nodded his head emphatically. 

Then he laid them down aiid leaning back in his 
chair he shut his eyes. T thought at last that he had 
gone to sleep. 

Suddenly he sighed and opeiitid his t^yes. 

“ But, yes 1 " he said. " It all fits in! All the things j 
that have puzzled me.. All the things that have 
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:seemed to me a little unnatural. They all have their 
place/* ^ 

** You mean—you know everything ? ** 

" Nearly everything. AU that matters. Tn some; 
respects I have been right in my deductions. In othe/ 
ways ludicrously far from the trutA* But now it is 
all clear. I shall send to-day a teh gram asking two 
questions—^but the answers to tlnun I know already 
—I know here ! ’* He tapped his forehead. 

“ And when you receive the answers ? ** I asked, 
curiously. 

He sprang to his feet. 

“ My friend, do you rcmcmbci that IMademoiselle 
Nick said she wanted to stage a play at Evid House ? 
To-night, we stage such a -day in End House. But 
i?^\vill be a pkiy pnxiuced by Herculc Poirot. 
Mademoiselle Nick wiJl have a part to play in it.*' 
He grinned suddenly. “ You comprehend, Hastings, 
there will he a ghord in this plfty. Yes, a ghost. End 
House has never so(m a ghor.t- It will have one to¬ 
night. No **—as I tried to ask a question—“ I will 
say no more. To-night, Hastings, we will produce our 
comedy—and reveal the truth. But nov/, there is 
much to do—much to do.** 

He hurried from the room. 



CHAPTER XIX 


POIROT PRODITCKS A PLAY 

It was a curious gathering that met that night at End 
House. 

I had hardly seen Poirot all day. He had been out 
for dinnerT)ut had left me a message that I was to be 
at End House at nine o’clock. Evening dress, he had 
added, was not necessary. 

The whole thing was like a rather ridiculous (Jit:iim. 

On arrival I was ushered into the dining-room, 
and when I looked round I realised that every person 
on Poirot’s list trom A. to I. (J. was neccssarity 
exclude*d, being in the Mrs. Harrus-like position of 
“ there ain’t no sich person ") was present. 

Even Mr-^. Croft was there in a kind of invalid 
chair. She smiled and nodded at me. 

This is a surprise, isn’t it ? ” she said, cheerfully. 
'* It makes a change for me, I must say. I think I 
shall try and get out now anf3 again. All M. Poirot’s 
idea.-Come and sit by me. Captain Hastings. Som(‘- 
how I feel this is rather a gruesome business - bv.t 
Mr. Vyse made a point of it.” , - 

” Mr. Vyse ? ” I said, rather# surprise^. 

Charles Vyse was standing by the mantelpiece. 
Poirot was beside him^talking earnestly to him in ah 
^undertone. i . k 
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I looked : oiind the room. Yes, they were all there. 
AftLr showing me in (I had been a minute or two 
late) Ellen had taken her place on a chair just beside 
the door. On another chair, sitting painfully straight 
and breathing hard, was her husband. The child, 
Alfred, squirmed uneasily between his father and 
mother. 

The rest sat round the dining-table. Frederica in 
her black dress, Lazarus beside her, George Challenger 
and Croft on the other side of the table. I sat a little 
away from it near Mrs. Croft. And now Charles Vyse, 
with a final nod of the head, took his place at the 
head of the table, and Poirot slipped unobtrusively 
into a scat next to Lazarus. 

Glcurly the producer, as Poirot had styled himself, 
did not propose to take a prominent part in the play. 
Charles Vyse was apparently in charge of the pro¬ 
ceedings. I wondered what surpiises Poirot had in 
store for him. 

The young lawyer cleared his throat and stood 
up. He looked just the same as evei>. impassive, 
formal and unemotional. 

This is rather a,n unconventional gathering we 
have liere to-night,'* he said. “ But the circum¬ 
stances are very peculiar. I refer, of course, to the 
circumstances surrounding the death of my cousin. 
Miss Buckley. There will have, of course, to be 
an autopsy—there seems to be no doubt that she met 
her death by poison, and that that poison was ad¬ 
ministered with the intent to kill. Tliis is police 
business and I need not go into it. The police would 
uoiibtlcss preft f im' noi. to dc so. 
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“ In an ordinary case, the will of,a deceased pers#n 
is read after the funeral, but in clcferciic^ to 
M* .‘.Poirot's especial wish, I am proposing to read it 
bofo/e the funeral takes place. In fact, I am pro¬ 
posing to read it here and now. That is why every¬ 
one has been asked to come here. As I said just now, 
the circumstances are unusual and justif^’^a depar¬ 
ture from precedent. 

“ The will itself came into my possession in a 
somewhat unusual manner. Although dated last 
Febniarj.', it only reached me by post this morning. 
However,*it is undoubtedly in the handwriting of my 
cousin—I have no doubt on that point, and though a 
most informal document, it is properly attested.’* 

He paused and cleared his throat once more^ 

Every eye was upon his face. 

From a long envelope in his hand, he drew out an 
enclosure. It was» as we could see, an ordinary piece 
of End House notepaper with writing on it. 

" It is quite sho^rt," said Vyse. He made a suitable 
pc^ise, theg^ began to read: 

” This is the last Will and Testament of Magdala 
Buckley. 1 direct that all my fhneral expenses should 
be paid and I appoint my cousin Chafes Vyse as 
executor. I leave everytliing^sf which^I die possessed 
to Mildred Croft in grateful recognition of the services 
rendered hy her to my father, Philip Buckl^f whigh^ 
services nothing can ever repay. » 

“ Signed — Magdala' Buckley, 

** Witnesses — Ellen Wilson.* 

XyiLi^iKM Wilson," 
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1 was diimfoujided 1 So I think was everyone 
els§. Only Mrs. Croft nodded her head in quiet 
understanding. * 

“ It's true," she said, quietly. “ Not that I ever 
meant to let on about it. Philip Buckley was out in 
Australia, and if it hadn't been for me—well, I'm not' 
going into that. A secret it's been and a secret it had 
better remain. She knew about it, though. Nick did, 
I mean. Her father must have told her. We came 
down here because we wanted to have a look at the 
])lace. I'd always been curious about this End House 
Philip Buckley talked of. And that dear girl knew 
all about it, and couldn’t do enough for us. Wanted 
us to come and live with her, she did. But we 
wqyljln't do that. And so she insisted on our having 
the lodge—and not a penny of rent would she take. 
We pretended to pay it, of course, so as not to cause 
talk, but she handed it back to ub And now—this I 
Well, if anyone says there is no gratitude in the 
world, ril tell th( m tlicy’rc wrong 1 This proves 
it " 

iL« 

There was still an amazed silence. Poirot looked 
at Vyse. 

** Had you any idea of this ? " 

- Vyse shook his head. 

“ I knew Fiiilip Buckley had been in Australia. 
But I never heard any rumours of a scandal there." 
^..He looked inquiringly at Mrs. Croft. 

She shook her hetad. 

" No, you won't get a word out of me. I never 
ihave said a word and I never^shall. The secret goes 
to the grave wq,h n^ie."- ) 
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Vyse said nothing. He sat qiiietly Itapping tie 
t£tble 'vdth a pencil. 

■ J presume, M, Vyse ”—Poirot leaned forward— 

that as next of kin you could contest that will ? 
There is, I understand, a vast fortune at stake which 
was not the case when the will was made.*' 

V 3 ^se looked at him coldly. 

“ The wiU is perfectly valid. I should not dream 
of contesting jny cousin’s disposal of her property.'* 
You're an honest fellow,” said Mrs. Croft, 
approvingK^ ” And I'll see you don't lose by it.” 

Charles shrank a little from this well-meant but 
slightly embarrassing remark. 

” Well, Mother,” said Mr. Croft, with an elation 
he could not quite keep out of his voice. ” is 
a surprist'! Nick didn't tell me what she was 
doing.” 

“ The dear sweet girl,” murmured Mrs. Croft, 
putting her liandikerchicf to her eyes. ” I wish she 
could look down and sec us now Perhaps she does— 
wno know.f4? ” 

” Perhaps,” agreed Poirot 

Suddenly an idea seemed to^jtrike him. He looked 
round. ^ ^ 

” An idea ! We are all hore seatcej round a table. 
Let iis hold a siance.** 

” A stance ? ” said Mrs. Croft, somewhat shocked. 

P>ut surely-.-” 

” Yes, yes, it will be most interesting. Hastings, 
here, has pronounced mediumistic powers.!’ (Why 
fix on me, I thought^ ” Tp ge^t thiough a message*^ 
from the otlter w(j^rla—the opportunity is unique f 
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I feel the c onditions are propitious. You feel the 
Hastings." ’ j 

" Yes," I said resolutely, playing up. 

Good. I knew it. Quick, the lights." 

In another minute he had risen anil switched them 
off. The^whole thing had been rushed on the com¬ 
pany before they had had the energy to^protest had 
they wanted to do so. As a matter of fact they were, 
I think, still dazed with astonishment over the will. 

The room was not quite dark. The curtains were 
drawn back and the window was opeij fo** it was a 
hot night, and through those wind()ws came a faint 
light. After a minute or two, as wo sat in silence, I 
began to be able to make out the faint outlines of the 
funiiti;re. I wondenid very much what 1 was sup¬ 
posed to do and cursed Pou^)t heartily for not having 
given me iny instructions beforehand. 

How'ever, I closed iny eyes and breathed in a rather 
stijrtorous manner. 

Presentiy Poirot rose and tiptoed to my chair. 
Thi n returning to his own, he murmur'^. * 

“ Yes, hf': is alre,uJy in a trance. Soon—things wiU 
bt'gin to iiappen." 

There is st>fncthing about sitting in the dark, 
waiting, that fills one w^th unbearable apprehension. 
1 know that I myself was a prey to nerves and so, I 
was siu'e, was everyone else. And yet I had at least 
an idea ai what was about to happen. I knew the one 
vital fact that no orFe else knew'. 

And yet, in spite of all that, my heart leapt into 
jiiy mouth as J sa^y the diniijg-room door slowly 
opening. 
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It did so quite soundlessly (it must have befcn 
oiled) and the effect was horribly p;risfy. It sprung 
siewly open and for a inmule or two that was all. 
Wilii its opening a cold blast of air sucnicd to enter 
the room. It was, I suppose, a coniiiion or garden 
draught owinjJ to the open winJ<.>w, but it felt 
like t\ie icy chill mentioned in all the giiOst stories 
I have ever read, 

xind then we all saw it! Framed in the doorw'ay was 
a white shadowy figure. Nick Buckley . . , 

SIiL advanced slowly and noiselessly—with a kind 
of floating ethereal motion that certainly*conveyed 
tlie impression of nothing human. . . . 

I realised then what an actress the world had 
iniosed. Nick had wanted to play a part ^t.End 
House. Now she was playing it, and I felt convinced 
tliat she was enjoying herself to the core. She -did it 
perfectly. 

She* floated forward into the room—and the 
silence was broken. 

•There vps a gasping cry from the invalid chair 
beside* me."* A kind of gurgle from ^Ir. Croft. A 
startled oath from Challenger. Charles Vyse drew 
back his chair, I think. LaJ:arus h;aned forward. 
Frederica alone made no sound or movement. 

And then a scream rent t&e room. ‘*Ellen sprang up 
from* her chair. 

“ It's her 1 ” she shrieked. “ She's c<a.me back. 
She’s walking I Them that's m’Ardered always walks. 
It's her 1 It’s her 1 " 

And then, with a iliek the lights^went on. 

' I saw Poijot startling by tliem^ the smile of the 
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riftgmaster his face. Nick stood in the middle of 
the^oom in her white draperies. y 

It was Frederica w^ho spoke first. She stretch^ 
out an unbelieving hand—touched her friend. * 

“ Nick/* she said. “ You*re—you*re real I ■ 

It was almost a whisper. 

Nick laughed. She advanced. 

" Yes/' she said. “I'm real enough. Thank you 
so niui'h for what you did for ray father, Mrs. Croft. 
But I'm afraid you won’t be able to enjoy the benefit 
of that will just yet.'* 

“ Oh, my God," gasped Mrs. Croft. “ Oh, my 
Goil." She twisted to and fro in her chair. 

“ I'iike me away, Bert. Take me away. It was* 
all a ioke, my clear w: 11 a joke, that's all it was. 
Honest.'' 

“ A queer sort of j(;i.c/' said Nick, 
rhe door had opened agaiii a^id a^inan had entered 
so quietly that I ha«l nut heard him. To my surprise 
1 Sciw that it was Pie exchanged a quick nod 

with Poirot as thougli satisiying him of •oinething. 
'then his lacc suddenly lit up and he took a step 
forward towards the squirming figure in the invalid 
chair. ^ 

Hello-ello-ello/' he s^id. “ What's this ? An old 
friend 1 Milly ifterton, I declare 1 And at your old 
tricks again, my dear." 

• He turned round in an explanatory w'ay to the 
company, disregarding Mrs. Croft’s shrill protests.' 

“ Cleverest forger we’ve ever had, Milly Merton. 

* We knew there Ijad been an aeddent to the car they 
made their last i^etrAvaj^ in. But there ! Even ami 



PERIL AT END HOUSE 231 

injury to the spine wouldn't keep Mj^ly from ifer 
tricks. She's an artist, she is 1" 

” Was that will a forgery ? " said Vyse. 

He spoke in tones of amazement. 

“ Of course it was a forgery," said Nick scornfully. 
" You don't thSnk I’d make a silly will like that, do 
you ? •! left you End House, Charles, and everything 
else to Freclorica." 

She crossed as she spoke and stood by her friend, 
and just at that moment it happened / 

A spurt of flame from the window and the hiss of a 
bullet. Then another and the sound of a groan and 
a fall outside. . . . 

And Frederica on her feet with a thin trickle of 
blood running down her arm. . 



CHAPTER XX 


J. 


It was all so sudden that for a moment no one knew 
what had happened. 

Then, with a violent exclamation, Poirot ran to the 
window. Challengr-r was with him. 

A moment later they reappeared, carrying with 
them the limp body of a man. As they lowered him 
carefully into a hi?: leather aTinchair and liis face 
came i.'.to view, I Jittered a ^rv. 

** The face—the face at the leindow. . . 

It was the man T iiad seen looking in on us the 
previous evening. I recognised him at once. I realised 
that when 1 had vSaid he was hardly human^I had 
exaggerated as Poirot had accused me of doing. 

Yet there was siunething about thS face that 
justified my iiujircssion. It was a lost face—the face 
of one rcmovc'd from, ordinary humanity. 

Whitf' W('akt depraved—it seemed a mere mask— 
as though the ^irit witjiin had fled long ago. 

Down the side of it there trickled a strea-m of 
blood. - 

Frcderfca came slowly forward till she stood by 
the chair. * 

Poirot intcrcej)tcd her. 

“ You are hutt, ^j[ada,^ne ? ** 

She shook her *head. 


2-12 
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“ The bullet grazed my shoulder—that is all.” 

She put him aside with a gentle hafid and heut 
down. . ^ 

I'ho man's eyes opened and he saw her looking 
down at him. 

” I've done 4ot you this time, I hope,” he said 
in a low vicious'snarl, and then, his voicochanging 
suddenly till it sounded like a child's, ” Oh I Freddie, 
I didn't mean it. I didn't mean it. You've always 
been so decent to me. . . 

” rrs all right-” 

She knMt down beside him. 

” r didn’t mean-” 

His head dropped. I'hc sentence was never finished. 

Frederica looked up at Poirot. 

” Yes, Madame, he is dead,” he said, gently. 

She rose slowly from her knees and stood loQj<iyg 
down at him. \V\ith one hand she touched his fore- 
liead -spilifuUy, it seemed. Then slie sighed and 
turned to the resi: of us. 

He was my husband,” she said, quietly. 

” J.,i' I iilurmiircd. 

Poirot caught my remark, and nodded a quivk 
assent. 

” Yes,” he said softly. ” Always I*felt tuairthc/^ 
was a J. I said so from the'beginniilg, did I not ? ” 

”• Kc was my husband,” said Frederica again. Her 
voice was terribly tired. She sank into a chair that. 
Lazarus brought for her. ” I might as well tell you 
everything—now.” 

” He was—completely debased. iHc wa^ a dm;; 

,fiend. He taught to ta.ke \lru<;s. I have been 
« * 
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fighting the habit ever since I left him. I think—at 
last,—I am liearly cured. But it has been—difficult. 
Oh 1 so horribly difficult. Nobody knows how 
difficult 1 

“ I could never escape from liim. He used to turn 
up and demand money—with threats. A kind of 
blackmail. If I did not give hhii fnoney he Vvould 
shoot himself. That was always his threat. Then he 
took to threatening to shoot me. He was not re¬ 
sponsible. He was mad—crazy. . . . 

** I suppose it was he who shot Islaggie Buckley. 
He didn’t mean to shoot her, of course. He must 
have thought it was me. 

“ I ought to have said, I suppose. But, after all,. 
I wasn’t sure. And those queer accidents Nick had 
—that^madc me feel that perhaps it wasn’t him after 
all. Jt might have ]»c<ui someone quite different. 

” And tlKui—on-,* day—I saw a^bit of his hand¬ 
writing on a torn piece (.f paper on M. Poirot’s table. 
It was a part ox a letter he had sent^^me. I knew then 
that M. Poirot was on the track. ^ 

Since tlicn I have felt that it was oiTly a^inatter 
of time. . . , 

” Bnr I don’t understand about the sweets. He 


w.. I'iave wanted to poison Nick. And anyway, 

I don’t see how lie could h'ave had anything td do with 
that, I’ve puzzled and puzzled.” 

She put both hands to her face, then took them 




CHAPTER XXI 


THE PERSON—K. 

Lazarus came quickly to her side. 

My dear/* he ^aid. “ My dear.*' 

Poirot wont to the sideboard, poured out a glass 
of wine and brought it to her, standing over her 
wliile she drank it. 

She handed the glass back to him and smiled. 

“ I’m all right now/*.she said. “ What—what had 
we better do next ? ” 

She looked at Japp, but the Inspector shook his 
head. “ I’m on a holiday, Mrs. Rice. Just obliging 
an old friend—tilat's all I’m doing. The St. Loo 
police ?ire in charge of the case.’* 

She looked atVoirot. 

"And M.*Poirot is in charge of the St. Loo police ? ’’ 
" Oh*** 1 quelle idde, Madame I I am a mere humble 
adviser.’’ 

" M. Poirot," said Nick. " Can’t wg hush it up ? ** 
" You wish that, MaderripiseUe ? ** 

" Yes. After all—I’m the'person most concerned. 
And there will be no more attacks on me—now.** 

" No, that is true. There will be no more attacks- 
on you now." 

" You’re thinldng of Maggie. But, M. Poirot, 
nothing will bring Maggie back to life again ? If yoi*- 
make all lhis#public,*you*ll only bjPing a terrible lot 

235 
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oP suffering and publicity on Frederica—and she 
hasn't deserved it.” 

” You say she has not deserved it ? ” 

” Of course she hasn’t 1 I told you right at the 
beginning that she had a brute of a husband. You've 
seen to-night—what he was. Well^^^he's dead. Let 
that be the end of things. Let the police go on looking 
for the man who shot Maggie, They just won't find, 
him, that’s all.” 

” So that is what you say, Mademoiselle ? Hush 
it all tip'* 

” Yes.’ Please. Oh! please. Please, dear M. 
Poirot.” 

Poirot looked slowly round. 

” Wfthat do you all say ? *' 

Each spoke in turn. 

agree,” I said, as Poirot looked aPme. 

I, too,” said Lazarus. ' 

” Best thing to do,” from Challenger. ' 

” Let's forget everything that's passed in this 
room to-night.” This very determinedlp,iTom Croit. 

” You would say that 1 ” interpolated japf). 

” Don't be hard on me, dearie,” his wife sniffed to 
Nick, wliQ looked at her scornfully but made no reply. 

"’•Ellen?” 

k f 

” Me and William won’t say a word, sir. Least said, 
soonest mended.” 


” And you, M. Vyse ? ” 

“ A thing like this dan't be hushed up,” said Charles 


Vyse. ” The facts must bo made known in the proper 
^Cjuarter.” * 

" Charles I ” ci'ied Nick. 
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■" I'm sorry, dear. I look at it from the Ic^al 
aspect." 

Toirat gave a sudden laugh. 

“ So you are seven to one. I'lio goovi J.tpp i.^ 
neutral." 

" I'm on holiday," said Japp, wuh a grin. " I 
don't count." 

" Seven‘to one. Only M. Vysc holds out—on the 
side of law and order I You know, ^M. Vyse, you are a 
man of character I " 

Vyse shrugged his shoulders. 

" I'he position is quite clear. There is only one 
lhi:\g to do. 

" Yes—you are an honest man. Eh Men —I, too, 
range myself on the side of the minority. /, too, am 
for ilie truth'* 

. " M. Pojrot ! " cru-d Nick. 

" Mademoisell|^—you dragged me into the casc,^ I 
came into it at your wish. You cannot silence menow." 

He raised a thf eatening forefinger in a gesture that 
J knew well. 

" SP d^ivn—^all of you, and I will tell you—the 
truth." 

Silenced by his imperious attitude, we sat down 
meekly and turned attentive faces‘towa^.L him 

”.icoutezl I have a liA here—list of persons 
connected with the crime. I numbered them with 
the letters of the alphabet including tl^e letter J^. 
J. stood for a person unknowi^—linked to the crime 
by one of the others. I did not know who J. was until 
to-night, but I ^new i^iat there was shch a person, 
events of to-night Have pil^yed tl^at I was right. 
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I* But yesterday, I suddenly realised that I had 
maije a grate error. I had made an omission. I 
added another letter to my list. The letter K.” 

“ Another person unknown ? asked Vyse, .with 
a slight sneer. 

‘'Not exactly. I adopted J. as th>c symbol for a 
person unknown. Another persv'.n ^mknown would 
be merely another J. K. has a different signifilance. 
It stands for a person who should have been included in 
the original list, hut who was overlooked.'* 

He bent over Frederica. 

“ Reas^ire yourself, Madame. Your husband was 
not guilty of murder. It w^as the person K. who shot 
Mademoiselle Maggie.” 

She stared. 

” Bifi‘who is K. ? ” 

Poirot nodded to Japp. He stopped forward and 
spoke in tones reminiscent of the c^ys when he had 
given evidence in police courts. 

“ Acting on information received, I took up a 
position here early in the evening, having^bcen intro¬ 
duced secretly into the house by M. was 

concealed behind the curtains in the drawing-room. 
Wlien everyone was aa^enibled in this room, a young 
la£’y the drawing-room and switched on the 

light. She mad(? her way'to the fireplace and opened 
a small recess in the panelling that appeared to be 
operated tyith a spring. She took from the recess a 
pistol. With this m«her hand she left the room. I 
followed her and opening the door a crack I was able 
t'' observe her fiirther movements. Coats and wraps 

had been left in the ‘hall* by thi visitors on arrival., 

* 



PERIL AT END HOUSE . 239 

The young lady carefully wiped the pistol with a 
handkerchief and then placed it in the pocket of^a 

grjy wrap, the property of Mrs. Rice- 

A cry burst from Nick. 

“ This is untrue—every word of it 1'' 

Poirot pointed a hand at her. 

^^Vvil^r’ hhs^d. '*The person K. I It was 
Mademoiselle Nick who shot her cousin, Maggie 
Buckley” 

” Are you mad ? ” cried Nick. Wiiy should Pkill 
Maggie ? ” 

In order to inherit the money left |o her by 
Michael Seton I Her name too was Magdala Buckley 
—and it was to her he was engaged—not you." 

“ You—you-" 

She stood there trembling—unable to^speak. 
Poirot turi;^d to Japp. 

** You t^pho.jjed to the police ? " * 

“ Yes, they are waiting in the hall now. They'Ve 
got the warrant?'* 

^ “ You*re^all mad 1 ** cri^d Nick, contemptuoiisly. 
She nwwra^'^swiftly to Frederica’s side. " Freddie, 
give me your wrist-watch as—as a souvenir, will 
you ? *' • 

Slowly Frederica unclasped the ^iowgSl::jLjviijyh 
from her wrist and handecfdt to Nkk. 

“ Thanks. And now—I suppose we must go 
through with this perfectly ridiculo\is comedy." 

“ The conledy you planned pnd produced in End 
House. Yes—^but you should not have given the star 
part to 1-Ierculh Pc^irot. That, Mademoiselle,o 5 [as 
y^ur mistalje—yout very'grave piistake.*’ 



CHAPTER XXII 


THE END OF THE STOfiY 

“You want me to explain ? ' 

Poirot looked roiind with a gratified smile and the 
aii’^of mock Ijiimihty I know so well. 

We had moved into the drawing-room and onr 
immbers had lessened. The domestics had tvithdrawn 
tactfully, and the Crofts had been asked to accom- 
])any the police. Frederica, Lazarus, Challenger; 
Vyse and I remained. 

“ Ek^bien —I couless it—I was fooled—fooled com¬ 
pletely and absolutely. The little Nlck,^she had me 
v^ncTe she wanted me, as your idioiy so well expresses 
it' Ah I Madame, wlicri you said that your friqnd was 
a clever little liar—htnv right you wftre I How right 1“ 

“Nick always told lies,” said Frederica, coiji- 
posedly. “ That's why I didn't really these 

marvellous escapes of hers.” 

“ And I—imbecile •that I was—did I ” 

thej)' really happen ? ” I asked. I was, I 
admit, still hopKjlessly cAnfused. 

“ They were invented—^very cleverly—^to giv^ just 
the impression they did.” 

“ What*was that ?^ ” 

“ They gave the impression that Mademoiselle 
NieV/s life was ii danger. Buf. I \t^ill begin earlier 
flian that. I will J:ell»yoi> the story as I have pieced. 

240 
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At out—^not as it came to me imperfectly and jn 
flashes. 

“ At the beginning of the business then, we have 
this girl, this Nick Buckley, young and beautiful, 
unscrupulous, and passionately and fanatically 
devoted to her l^me." 

Charles Vyse nocfdcd. 

" I told you that/* 

“ And you were right. Mademoiselle Nick Iqyed 
End House. But she had no money. The house was 
mortgagee}. She wanted money—she wanted it 
feverishly—and she could not get it. Sh^met this 
young Set on at Le Tonquet, he is attracted by her. 
She knows that in all probability he is his uncle’s heir 
and that that uncle is worth millions. Good, her 
star is in the ascendant, she thinks. But he is not 
really serio«fily attracted. He thinks her good 
that is all. Tlicyimeet at Scarborough, he takes lj,cr 
up in his machine and then—the catastrophe occurs. 
He meets Maggie and falls in love with her at first 
sight. __ 

“ MJFffff&oiselle Nick is dumfounded. Her cousin 
Maggie whom she has never considered pretty ! But 
to young Seton she is * different.’ TUe one girl in the 
world for him. They becorqe secretly engSljsti:* G»ly 
one* person knows—has to* know. That person is 
Mademoiselle Nick. The poor Maggie—slie^ is glad 
that there is one person she can talk to.» Doiibtlessi 
she reads to her cousin parts her fi;jnre’s lettcis. 
So it is that Mg-demoiselle gets to hear of the will. 
She pays no attention tc^ it at tne time.* B^ft?s-*: 
^^ains in hfcr mi|ia. 
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chocolates with cocaine (she had cocaine with her,. 
cLverly concealed), cats one of them and is iU—but 
not flo ill. She knows very well how much cocaine to 
take and just what symptoms to exaggerate. 

“ And the card— my card \ Ah 1 Sapristi —^she has 
a nerve ! It was my card—the one I sent with the 
flow^ers. was it not ? y^S'^Dut it had to be 

thought of. . . 

There was a pause and then Frederica asked : 

'^’Why did she put the pistol in my coat ? 

“ I thought you would ask that, Madame. It was 
bound to occur to you in time. Toll me—had it ever 
entered your head that Mademoiselle Nick no longer 
liked you ? Did you ever feel that she might—hate 
you ? ” 

** It'jrdifficult to say,'* said Frederica, slowly. “ We 
lived an insincere lile. She 'used to be fond oi me.” 
^"' "^Tell me, M. L:iz/iras—it is not a tune fer falss 
modesty, you iiiidcistand—was there ever aijything 
between you and her < 

” No.” Lazarus shook his head. ” I was attracted 
to her at one time. And then—I don't%«tf jttiwhy— 
I went off her.” 

” Ah I ” said Poirct, nodding his head sagely. 

“ Th^ wa'- her‘tragedy. She attracted people—^and 
then they 'went off hdr.’ Instead of liking.her 
better and better you fell in love with her friend. 
She began to hate Madame—Madame who h^d a 
rich friend''behind her. Last winter when she made 
a wili^^ she • was fond of Madame. Later it was 
dige/6nt, » i 

' She remembered thathvill. She did not know that • 

■ 
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Croft had suppressed it—that it had never reaclf^ 
its destination. Madame (or so the world*woul(J/say) 
had got a motive for desiring her death. Scyit was 
to Madame she telephoned asking her to get the 
chocolates. T;«“night, tlie will would have been read, 
naming Mad'* ,*Jte^ei^residuary legatee—and then the 
pistol would - e loiiifd in her coat —the pistol with 
which ^^Buckley was shot. If Madame found it, 
she migh^ incriminate herself by trying to geWsid 
of it.” 

• ” She'-must have hated me,” murmured Frederica. 

” Ye 5 ;„Madame. You had what she hact^ot—the 
knack of winning love, and keeping it.” 

” Fm rather dense,” said Challenger, ” but I 
haven’t quite fathomed the will business y(J: ? ” 

" No ? That’s a different business altogether—a 
very simple^e. The Crofts are lying low dowr^he^e 
Mademoiselle Nick has to have an operation. SV.e 
has ma*de no wil^. The Crofts sec a chance. They 
persuade her to make one and take charge of it for 
tITb posLTIi^n, if anything happens to her—if she 
dies—tTicy^produce a cleverly forged will—leaving 
the nioncy to Mrs. Croft with a reference to Aiisir.ilia 
and Philip Buckley whom they kndw once visited 
tfi^c«untry. ^ 

’■ feut Mademoiselle Nick has her appendix rc- 
movfii quite satisfactorily so the forged will is no 
goodf For thn moment, that is. Then the attempts 
on her lAe begin. The Crofts a^e hopeful once more. 
Finally, I announce h&t death. T(je chance too 
good to be missed. iThe hrged will is immediatcTy 
jy^ed to M.^Vyscf. Of course, to*begin with,, tli^y 
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M.-urally thought her much richer than she is. They 
nothing about the mortgage/' 

“ W^at I really want to know, M. Poirot,” said 
Lazarus, ” is how you actually got wise to all this. 
When did you begin to suspect ? ” 

” Ah 1 there I am ashamed. I, was so long—so 
long. There were things th.*t worried me—yes. 
Things that seemed not quite right. Discrepancies 
between what Mademoiselle Nick told me and what 
other people told me. Unfortunately, I* always be¬ 
lieved Mademoiselle Nick. 

” And then, suddenly, I got a revelation. Made- 
moisolle Nick made one mistake. She was too clever. 
When I urged her to send for a friend she promised 
to do^so—and suppressed the fact that she had 
already sent for Mademoiselle Maggie. It seemed to 
l^ss suspicious- it was a mistake. 

, ” For Maggies ]5ucklcy wrote letter home im¬ 
mediately on arrival, and in it she used one innocent 
])hrase that puzzh'd me; ' I don't see why Nick should 
have telegraphed for me the way she ^id. Tuesd^^y 
would have done jnst as well.' What did tRar^ention 
('f Tn'*sday mean ? It cotdd only mean one thing. 
Ma,i:gie had becni coming to stay on Tuesday anyway.. 
In.v" 111 mat case Madcnimselle Nick had lied—Qt had 
at anyrate suppressed the truth. 

” An^ for the first time I looked at her in a different 
•light. I triticised her statements. Instead oif.be¬ 
lieving them, I said, ‘ Suppose this were not true.' 

I rernembercd the discrepancies. ' How would it be 
hngvery time it wa^ Mradcmojsellc Nick who,,was 
lying, and not the other person ? ' 
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“ I said to' myself. Let us be simple. What 
really happened ? 

“ And I saw that what had really happen<?(I Vas 
f hat Maggie Buckley had been killed. Just that I 
lint who could want Maggie Buckley dead ? 

And then I \thought of something else—a few 
foolish .reiinirks tbati Hastings had made not five 
minutes befdre. He had said that there were plenty 
of abbreviations for Margaret—Maggie, Margot, etc. 
Aik I it suddenly occurred to me to wonder what was 
-Mademoiselle Maggie's real name ? 

" Then, tout d'lin coup, it came to me ! ^ Sr.pposing 
her name was Magdala 1 It was a Buckley name. 
Mademoiselle Nick had told me so. Two Magdala 
Buckleys. Supposing ... 

“ In my mind I ran over the letters of Michael 
Seton's thatj had read. Yes—there was nothing 
impossible. Thcre^was a mention of Scarborough-;- 
but Maggie had been in Scarborough with Nick— 
her mother had t^ld me so. 



And it ig^lained one thing which had worried 
me. W^IJ^ere there so few letters ? If a girl kanjps 
her love-letters at all, she keeps all of them. Why 
these select few ? Was there tAiy peculiarity about 

* (And I remembered tha"t there^ was no name 
mentioned in them. They all began differently— 
but iKey began with a term of endearment. ^Nowhere 
in* them was there the name— Nick. 

• I 

“ And there was something else, sometEmg I 
ought to have seen ^t onc^—that cried tht trtiih 
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\Vliat was that ? ** 

V‘ >^Vliy—tthis. Mademoiselle Nick underwent an 
operation for appendicitis on February 27 th last. 
There is a letter of Michael Set on's dated March 2 nd, 
and no mention of anxiety, of illness or anything 
unusual. That ought to have sh^'wn me that ttie 
letters wure written to a differfint person altogether, 

“ Then I went througli a list of questions that I had 
made. And I answered them in the light of my new 
idea. 

“ In all but a few isolated questions the result was 
simple and^onvincing. And I answered, too, another 
question which I had asked myself earlier. Why did 
Ivlademoiselle Nick buy a black dress ? The answer 
was that she and her cousin had to be clressed alike, 
with the scarlet shawl a,s an additional touch. That 
was the true and convincing answer, 4 B^^ the other. 
A girl would not buy mourning before she knew her 
lover was dead. She would be unreal—unnatural. 

“ And so I, in turn, staged my littlc drama. And 
the thing I ho[)ed for happened I Nick-Buckley h??.d 
bcv u very vt lK'nu nt about the questioiT^a secret 
tjiLiiel. She had declared there was no such thin^ 
IJnt if there were—'and I did not see why EUel 
idut liUvc invented it^z—Nick must know of it^ 
was she so vehement ? Was it possible that snohaJ 
hidden the pistol there ? With the secret intention 
of using it to throw suspicion on somebody later ? 

“ I let her see that appearances were very bL^k 
against Madame. That was as she had planned. 

foresaw, she was unable'to resist the crowning 
pjioof. Besides il was safer for herseP. That turret 

. \ 
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panel might be found by Ellen and the pirol 

• • 1 • v* ^ 

in it I 

“ We are all safely in here. She is waitingjAitside 
for her cue. It is absolute^ safe, she thinks, to take 
the^istol from its hiding place and put it in Madame's 
coat. . . . 

And so-7-at the last—she failed. . 

Frederica shivered. 

** All the same," she said. " I'm glad 1 gave herrfly 
watch." 

■ " Yes, Madame." 

She looked up at him quickly. 

" You know that too ? " 

" What about Ellen ? " I asked, breaking in. 

" Did she know or suspect anything ? "' 

No. I asked her. She told me that she dccifkul 
to stay in tH^ house that night because in licr 
phrase she ‘ thought something was up.' Apparent^.. 
Nick urged hereto see the fireworks rather too 
decisively. She had fathomed Nick's dislike of 
Nladan^g^^iW told me that ‘ she felt in licr bones 

( ►mething was going to happen,' but she thought it 
as going to happen to Madi^ine. She knew Miss 
j^’s temper, she said, and she was always a_qiux:r 
. t ir 1. 

!* Yes," murmured Frederica. " Yes, let us think 
of he/ like that. A queer little girl. A queer little 
^H'who couldn't help herself. . 1 shall -^anyway." ' 

J?oirot took her hand and raist^ it ge<^ly his 
lips. ^ 

. carles Vyap stirrAI unedsilyt 

IFs goingfjo brf a very unpleasant busings;" Tic 
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quietly. '‘I must see about some kind of 
(lefcx'ce fof her, I suppose.” , 

**’Tf:?re will be no need, I think,” said Poirot, 
gently. “Not if I am correct in my assumptions.” 

He turned suddenly on Challenger. 

“ That's where you put the :A\ik, isn't it ? ” he 
said. “ in those wrist-watchci.” 

" I —I-" The sailor stammered—at a loss. 

Do not try and deceive me—with j^our hearty 
good-fellow manner. It has deceived Hastings—^but 
it does not deceive me. You make a good thing out 
of it, do'you not—the traffic in drugs—^you and your 
uncle in Harley Street.” 

“ M. Poirot.” 

Cha’’~n^er rose to his feet. 

My little friend blinked up at him placidly. 

“ You are the useful ‘ boy friend.' l^eny it, if yoi 
like. But 1 advise you, if you doniot want the fact, 
put in the hands of the j^olice—tp go.” 

And to ray utter amazement, Challenger did go 
He went froiii the room like a flash. U. S^^d af^. 
him open-mouthed. 

Poirot laughed. 

“ I told you ho, mon ami. Your instincts are alvra 
wrong. C’est dfKitant /'' ^ ^ 

“ Cocaine was in the wrist-watch-” I begap^ 

“ Yes, yes. That is how Mademoiselle Nick had > 
with her so conveniently at the nursing home. 'iVti 
having linhhed ht.r supply in the chocolate box sh 
ask'Sf Madame •just now for bers which, was full.” 

“You mean she ean’t do without jt ? ” ^ 

Non, non. Mademoiselle Niek is iiot an aida 
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SomelifiK *v»r fun—that is . .1. But to-iiight she 
needed for a different purpuso. IL will be a i\fil 
dose tMi'time.” * 

“You mean-:— ? ** I gasped. 

“ It is the best way. Better than the hangman's 
lOpe. But pst! we must not say so before M. Vyse 
who is all-for and order. Officially I know 
nothing. The contends of the wrist-watch—it is the 
merest guess on my part.” 

“ Your guesses are iilways right, M. Poirot,”*said 
Frederica. 


“ I must be going,” said Charles cold dis¬ 

approval in his altitude as he left the room. 

• Poirot looked from Frederica to Lazarus. 

' ” You are going to get married—eh ? ” 

“ As soon as we can,” - 

“ And indeed, M. Poirot,” said Frederica. I am 

• I 

lot the drug-taker you think. I have cut fhyseli' 

F lown tp a tiny dose. I think now—with happiness 
n front of me— I shall not need a wrist-watch any 
iQiore.” , 

. “I hcfv'' you will have happiness, Madame,” said 
toirot, gently. “ You have suffered a great deal. And 
|n*Spite of everything you hai^e sufj|tired, you have 
the quality of mercy in your hearts. . 

L i* will look after hcr*^' said ^Lazarus. “My 
siiyJ^ss is in a bad way, but I believe I shall pull 
Ihrough. And if I don't—well, Frederica docs not 
iiihd being poor—with me.” 

‘ shook her head, smiling. 

^”'lt is late,” said 1 oirot, looking at the clocKib 
e all ros^ 
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“ We have spent- x strange night i. , .! vj strangt 
se," Poirot went on. “ It is, I think, as EUrui says 
an U house. ...” 

He looked up at the picture of old Sir Nicholas. 

Then, with a sudden gesture, he drew Lazaru 
aside. 

” I ask your pardon, but, of all my questions, ther 
is one stiU unanswered. Tell me, why did you offe 
fifty pounds for that picture ? It would give me muc! 
pleasure to know—so as, you comprehend, to Icav 
nothing urianswered.” 

Lazaru*" looked at him with an impassive face L 
a minute or two. Then he smiled. 

“ You see, M. Poirot,” he said. “ I am a dealer 

“ Exactly.” 

” Th.i’i picture is not worth a penny more tl 
twenty ijounds. I knew that if I offered Nick hft; 
die would immediately suspect it was worth moi 
liVd would get it valued elsewhere. Then she woul 
find that I hiuf offered her far more than it wi 
worth. The next time I offered to buy^a picture 
would not have got it valued.” 

” Yes, and then ? ” 

” The picture on the far wall is worth at leasrll? 
thousand ‘pounds,” said Lazarus drily. 

” Ah I ” Poiiot drc\v a long breath. 

” Now I know everything,” he said, happiiy- 
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